








THE PLIGHT OF THE COMMON LAW WIFE 
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Crawfie tells how a princess can 
be a prisoner ina palace — 


“Elizabeth the Woman” 


STUFFED FRENCH BREAD 





Long crusty loaf of French bread, 
stuffed with canned sockeye salmon 


ONE OF 


50 FAVORITE RECIPES 


from Chatelaine Councilors — page 28 
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THE ‘Pooh_Library COMPLETE 


By A. A. MILNE. . . Hlustrated by ERNEST H. SHEPARD 


TO NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB 


who join the Club now and buy as few as four books a year 











1 Winnte-THe-Poon 
2 Now We Are Six 
3 WHEN We Were Very Younc 


4 Tuer House ar Poor Corner 





By special arrangement with E. P. Dutton 
& Co., the Book-of-the-Month Club can 
offer, free, to new members the complete 
POOH LIBRARY, in four volumes — every- 
thing that A. A. Milne wrote for children. 
This set, which includes When We Were 
Very Young, Now We Are Six, Winnie-the- 


Pooh and The House at Pooh Corner, has 
been freshly reprinted from completely 
new plates. It contains the same stories, 
the same verses, the same enchanting 
Ernest H. Shepard drawings which have 
delighted young people for a quarter- 
century. 

















FACTS ABOUT THE CLUB EVERY READING FAMILY SHOULD KNOW 


YOUR CHOICE IS WIDE: In addition to 
the monthly selections, the Club makes 
available Special Editions of widely dis- 
cussed books. Thus your choice is wide—at 
least 100 books a year. You receive a careful 
advance description of each selection and 
if you think it is a book you would not 
enjoy, you send back a form (always pro- 
vided) specifying some other book you may 
want. Or you may simply say: “Send me 
nothing.” 


YOU PAY IN CANADIAN FUNDS: You 
simply pay the special members’ price for 
each selection you buy, which is usually 
lower than the regular retail price. A bill 
is mailed with each book you indicate you 
want. (A small charge is added to cover 
postage and mailing expenses.) All books 
are shipped from Toronto, duty free, and 
you may pay in Canadian funds. 


BOOK-DIVIDEND PLAN... WHAT IT IS: 


After your first purchase, with every second 
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book you buy—from among the Club selec- 
tions and Special Editions—you receive a 
Book-Dividend. This member-profit-shar- 
ing is similar to what happens in any con- 
sumer co-operative. A fixed percentage of 
what each member pays is set aside in a 
fund, which is finally invested in enormous 
editions of other books, and these are the 
Book-Dividends you receive as a member. 
An average of two million dollars’ worth 
of free books (retail value) during every 
two-month period is now distributed 
among members. 


GOOD SENSE FOR READING FAMILIES: 
Why not get from the Club the monthly 
selections you would buy anyway? You will 
usually pay less for them and you will share 
in the Club’s Book-Dividends. And, not 
least, you will actually receive and read 
particular new books, which you are anxious 
not to miss, but which you frequently do 
fail to read—through oversight or procrasti- 
nation. 

















y Begin your membership with any of these good books 4 

$ 4% 

4 AS MY FIRST PURCHASE PLEASE SEND ME: % 

% © THE CAINE MUTINY € A KING'S STORY 4 

% by Herman Wouk $4.50 _____by che Duke of Windsor $4.50 &@ 

§} (© KON-TIKI, by Thor Heyerdahl $3.50 0 THE SEA AROUND US 4 
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, ; by James A. Michener by James Jones & 

4 Price (to members only) $3.75 Price (to members only) $4.95 & 

§ BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. Cozi & 

% 345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y. 4 

% Please enroll me as a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club.* I am to receive, free, 4 

% the four-volume set of THE POOH LIBRARY COMPLETE with the purchase of my first book 4 

indicated above, and thereafter for every two monthly selections—or Special Members’ Edi- & 

tions—I purchase from the Club, I am to receive, free, the current Book-Dividend then being 
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4 —from the Club during the first year I am a member, and I may cancel my membership any & 

time after purchasing four such books from the Club. ‘ ; 
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How could he treat her this way ? 


@ Her first date with a most attractive man... and here she was, 
back home, and on the point of tears, by half-past ten. What had 
she said . . . what had she done to change his eagerness to indiffer- 
ence? She would never know . . . didn’t even suspect! 


Can You Be Sure? 


How dare any woman assume that her breath is always beyond 
reproach? 

Halitosis (unpleasant breath) has a habit of cropping up when you 
least expect it .. . of putting you in the worst sort of light when you 
want to be at your best. And you, of course, may not know when 
you're guilty. 

Isn't it foolish to risk offending when Listerine Antiseptic is such 
an extra-careful, wholly delightful precaution? 

You merely rinse the mouth with it night and morning, and always 
before any date and, lo! it stops bad breath for hours. 

Yes, actual clinical tests showed: that in 7 aut of i0 cases, 
breath remained sweet for more than four hours after the Listerine 
Antiseptic rinse. 


While some cases of halitosis are of systemic origin, most cases, say some 
authorities, are due to the bacterial fermentation of tiny food particles clinging 
to mouth surfaces. Listerine Antiseptic quickly halts such fermentation, then 
overcomes the odors fermentation causes. Lambert Pharmacal Co. (Canada) Ltd. 


Before Any Dote... LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 
Siyos Gad Breit for Howe 


Made in Canada 
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Burns pte . SAYS 


GOOD-BY AND GOOD LUCK 


I remember writing my first editorial for Chatelaine in 1929 
when the magazine was a few months old, and I was in my 
mid-twenties. 

Since then thousands of you have had the same experiences 
that I have—been married, raised a family, lived through a 
depressions and a terrible war. But in spite of all difficulties 
life has been full and good, hasn’t it? 

It’s been that way for me, in part because my work has 
been with you, the women of Canada. As Chatelaine has 
matured in its way—so have the hearts and minds of Canadian 
women. It’s been a joy to watch your growing sense of leader- 
ship, of service in public life, of growth in your organizations. 
It’s been good to watch Canadian writers and artists develop 
and win success in interpreting Canadian life. It’s been 
enlightening over the years to read your letters and to try to 
reflect your development as women in a magazine. It’s been 
exhilarating to watch your growing pride in your work as 
homemakers and in an understanding of the vital roles we play 
in the nation’s life as wives and mothers. 

I’m leaving the nicest job any woman ever had—because 
I want to adventure into another field of service which has 
become more and more fascinating to me—that of consumer 
study and market research. All that I have learned in my 
work with you has increased my eagerness to study consumer 
attitudes and the minds of Canadians still more deeply. 

It’s good to put Chatelaine into the care of a friend of many 
years—Lotta Dempsey. Many of you know her well for she 
was a Chatelaine staffer for some time and has written often 
for the magazine. She’s a fine person, a distinguished writer. 
She is what most of you are—a Canadian wife and mother. 
You'll like her. 

Good-by. Thank you for the deeply enriching experience 
we've had together. [ve loved every bit of it. 








On January Ist Byrne 
Hope Sanders, C.B.E., en- 
ters into partnership with 
her brother, Wilfrid San- 
ders, who for ten years 
has been Director of the 
Gallup opinion and atti- 
tude research organization 
in Canada. Miss Sanders 





became intensely  inter- 
Byrne and Wilf Sanders ested in consumers and 
consumer research during 
the war when she was on loan from Chatelaine as Director 
of the Consumer Branch, Wartime Prices and Trade Board. 
After the war she was asked to continue her public service as 
the only woman member of the Dollar Sterling Trade Board. 
Miss Sanders is a great Canadian, warm in heart, wise in 
experience and strong in leadership. On behalf of Chatelaine’s 
readers, we thank her for all she has done for Chatelaine and 
for Canadian women. 
With Lotta Dempsey as Editor, Chatelaine will continue to 
go forward under the guidance of one who is well known to 
Canadians in general and readers of this magazine in particular, 


The Publishers. 
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One of the major achievements of 
medical science is the progress that 
it has made against pneumonia. A 
recent study shows, for example, that 
for every person who now succumbs 
to pneumonia, three or four were 
claimed by it as recently as 15 years 
ago. This gain has been made possible 
by improved methods of treatment 
— including increasingly effective 
medicines. 

Yet, pneumonia is still an impor- 
tant disease — especially among in- 
fants and elderly people. It takes an 
annual toll of about 6,000 lives in 
this country. Doctors say that this 
toll could be reduced if the skills of 
medical science were used promptly— 
at the first signs of pneumonia. This is 
because the new antibiotic drugs work 
best when given in the early stages 
of this disease. So, during the winter 
everyone should be alert to these 
warning symptoms of pneumonia: 


1. A severe, shaking chill follow- 
ed by fever. 


2. Coughing accompanied by 
sharp pains in the chest. 


3. The appearance of rust-coloured 
sputum. 


4. Difficult or laboured breathing. 


Certain types of pneumonia may 
occur without these symptoms. How- 
ever, if they do appear, call a doctor 
promptly, go to bed, and remain 
quiet. 





Remember, too, that a neglected 
cold — particularly if accompanied 
by fever only a degree or so above 
normal — may be a forerunner of 
pneumonia. Even if fever does not 
occur, it is always wise to take care 
of a cold, especially one that “hangs 
on.”’ Stay home and rest if you can, 
eat lightly, and drink plenty of fruit 
juices and other liquids. 

While medical science can assure 
recovery from respiratory infections 
in a vast majority of cases, prevention 
is still largely up to you. To guard 
against pneumonia — as well as colds, 
influenza, and other respiratory con- 
ditions — the following precautions 
are advisable: 


Try to build up your resistance: get 
plenty of sleep, avoid excessive fati- 
gue, and eat a well-balanced diet. 


Dress warmly when going out, es- 
pecially during cold, damp weather. 


Keep away from people who cough 
or sneeze carelessly. 


The wisest precaution of all, how- 
ever, is to keep in the best possible 
physical condition — for those with 
the most resistance and vigour have 
a definite advantage in avoiding 
pneumonia and other winter ailments. 

Metropolitan’s booklet, '2-L , 
“Respiratory Diseases,” contains 
helpful information on many respir- 
atory ailments. Simply fill in and 
mail the coupon for a copy. 











COPYRIGHT CANADA, 1882~ METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 


Home Office: New York 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 








Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
Canadian Head Office Ottawa 4, Canada 


Please send me a copy of 
your booklet, 12-L, entitled 
“Respiratory Diseases.” 


Name 
NCE Sea Oe i 

















WHAT WAS THE SECRET OF THE 


red-headed bride ? 








soms burst forth in the Edwards family 
home in Stamford, Connecticut. 

Joyce’s secret? Not just her glorious 
golden-red hair, her glowing personality 
—but her silken-smooth wonderfully 
natural Woodbury complexion. 


Lovely Joyce Edwards and Russell Otis 
Washburn might never have come down 
the aisle together—if Russ hadn’t given 
his fraternity pin to another girl first ! 
No red-head ever went into action 


faster! And, in due course, orange blos- 





adds zest to the tailored 
For knitting instructions, chart No. S 284, Price 15c. 


Tartan and gold plaid weskit is cosy - 
blouse. 


ry 
. hasn’t been a season in years showing 
so many or such lovely handknits. You’ll wear them from 
dawn to dark—a smartly tailored two-piece dress or warm 
weskit for the office, a gold thread blouse or lacy stole for 
evening. Each is so smartly fashioned you'll be proud to 


boast you made it yourself. 











ry ; at ee < ] 
The Bride’s Secret is wonderful Woodbury! 


Made with a rich beauty-cream ingredi- 
ent which makes this soap more than just 
a cleanser—it is intended to help replace 
natural oils you wash away! 


Discover what it means to have this extra 
gentleness in a beauty soap ! See how soft 
and youthful-looking it leaves your com- 
plexion. (Beauty-cream ingredient in the 
big beauty bath size, too!) 


> Mave IN 


ie CANADA) 


Woodbury 
Facial Soap 





with the Beauty-Cream Ingredient 
«».for the skin you love to touch 





4 


Order from Chatelaine Handicraft Department, 481 University 
Ave., Toronto, Ont. 





The evening blouse is 
delicately knitted in wool 


Order No. S 285, Price 15c. 





metallic gold thread. 


Instructions for sizes 12-14-16. 
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“QUO VADIS” 





The drapable stole, crocheted, fringed, falls soft, lacy, over the 
shoulders. Instructions simple, work fast. No. S 286, Price 15c. 
Below: Two-piece dress in seeded stockinette stitch. Fun to make, 
stunning to wear. Sizes 10 to 18. No. S 287, Price 15c. 
3 2 Bae ANU | a 

; i: i 4 “You'll see Nero and the burning of Rome in ‘Quo Vadis’. And if you know how 

' 
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i | 1 steam heat parches your skin, imagine how dry mine felt after making this scene! 
t ie ’ i H : . 
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Soaking in water like this But Jergens Lotion soothed $e they were lovely tor ro- 
dried my skin again... my hands and face... mantic close-ups.” 


CAN YOUR LOTION OR HAND 
CREAM PASS THIS FILM TEST 


To soften, a lotion or cream 
should be absorbed by upper 
layers of skin. Water won't 
“bead’’on hand smoothed with 
Jergens Lotion. It contains 
quickly-absorbed ingredients 
that doctors recommend, no 
heavy oils that merely coat 
the skin with oily film. 


Being a liquid, Jergens is Prove it with this simple See why stars choose 
absorbed by thirsty skin. test described above... Jergens Lotion 7-to-1. 


More women use Jergens Lotion than any other hand care in the world 


1S, 37¢ c, $1.15. Made in Canada 
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“Dress-up” old ceiling fixtures with 
these smart new 


GENERAL @@) ELECTRIC 
LUMI-BOWL LAMPS 


At last . . . something really different in decorative lighting — entirely 





new kind of lamp bulb. These new G-E Lumi-bowl lamps “dress-up” both 
old ceiling fixtures and new — give a redecorated look to living room dining 
room, bedrooms and halls. Fixtures look smarter — room and furnishings 
take on fresh charm. 


Lumi-bowl lamps direct most of the light upwards on to the ceiling, 





have an ivory-enamelled bowl that 
softens and mellows the downward 
light. 


HERE’S HOW IT WORKS 


Light is directed upward through 
: epee inside frosted portion of the bulb. 
See your G-E dealer today ... and Simeon gt: 

/ Enamel! coating softens the down- 


buy these different lamp bulbs for every ward light. 


Unshaded spot here adds attrac- 
tive sparkle to the bulb and to 
your room. 


ceiling fixture in place of the bare bulbs 





you ve beer 1 using. 














CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY 


LIMITED 


Head Office: Toronto — Sales Offices from Coast to Coast 
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from a woman 


Dear Doctor: 


I knew you were in a hurry that day almost three 
years ago when I came to you for a medical examination. 
But I wonder—if you knew what I’d been through since— 
whether you wouldn’t be a little sorry, and resolve never 
to neglect making a thorough examination of every woman 
who comes to you with my symptoms. 

Yes, I know that I was at the time of life when unusual 
changes take place. I also know that I always look well: 
I did even when I came out of the operating room last year, 
after two and a half hours of hanging between life and death. 
That was my fourth operation for cancer. 

Three years ago I could have gone whizzing through 
an operation to remove that tumor which had already 
started growing in my womb. Why, Doctor, didn’t you 
investigate that possibility when I told you I had been 
losing so much blood at irregular times? Do you remember 
giving me a prescription for a huge bottle of pills that looked 
like the chocolate bridge mixture the girls used to keep on 
the card table, until I got too unwell to play with them? 

I had such faith in you, Doctor, because you were 
rated as one of the best in the city where we lived at that 
time. Even when the bleeding became almost continuous, 
I wouldn’t listen to my husband. Id tell him “the doctor 
says everything’s okay—it’s just that I’m at a difficult age, 
so don’t worry about me.” 

Sometimes I’d worry about myself, though, as I became 
weaker. I had a darling little six-year-old boy I hadn’t 
enough energy to look after properly. 

Then I was rushed to hospital in the middle of the 
night. The bleeding wouldn’t stop, but I didn’t know 
anything about that. I was drifting away into a world of 
lovely black fleecy clouds. 

But I wasn’t let off that easy, Doctor. No, I came 


dying of cancer 


back to a world of anxious faces, someone was doing 
something to my leg, trying to pump some blood into veins 
that wouldn’t take blood. Someone was giving me a 
vile-tasting medicine that looked like blood. 

Then came radium treatments to stop that fast-growing 
cancer, and deep X-ray, until my system would no longer 
tolerate them. Have you ever been so ill, Doctor, that 
not even water would stay on your stomach? I didn’t mind 
the intravenous, though; I’d had so many needles poked 
into me by then that another one or two didn’t make any 
difference. 

Have you any idea, Doctor, what months of hospitali- 
zation can do to family finances? 

Do you know how hard it is, Doctor, for a little boy 
whose playmates ask him if his Mummy is dying of cancer? 

Do you know where I am while writing this letter, 
Doctor? Why, in bed of course. I’m awfully glad I’ve 
got a good mattress, I’ve had to spend so much time on 
it. The last two years have been a living horror. I’m having 
trouble now with my leg. If I wasn’t sure it was my leg 
Id think I had a telephone post in bed with me; it’s that big 
around and it feels like wood. 

No, I’m not afraid to die, Doctor. [ve faced death 
so often he looks like a friend. I wonder who will lok 
after my little boy, though? 

I’m really too tired to write much more but—please, 
Doctor—when you are tired and hurried, don’t skimp in 
that examination. I know how weary and fed up you 
must become, but you are God’s hands . . . and you won’t 
forget that, will you, Doctor? 

Good-by, 


Dot. 


The letter above reached Chatelaine accompanied by a note from the 
writer, Mrs. Dorothy Morrow of Portage La Prairie, Manitoba, which 
said in part: “I sincerely admire the medical profession and have had - 
wonderful doctors here in Portage . . . But this letter might check up 
some of these doctors who are so busy they make snap judgments and 


” 


hope nothing turns up to prove them wrong .. .« 
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DRAWING BY 
WINTER 







The boys slept in the penthouse, Rosemary snuggled under the steering wheel and Mom curled up in the back with Dad and spare tire. 





BY 
BLANCHE 
GUNTON 



















WE DROVE THE KIDS 


4 E STOPPED traffic that noon in Calgary. 
\') At first people gathered around to stare 
at vur dusty car with its Ontario license 
plates, the big flat box stuck on top, the canoe 
chained on top of that and our flat tire. But 
then as Dad began to unload the car to get at the 
spare tire, we really gave a performance. 

On the curb of the main intersection in 
Calgary he stacked: A roll of blankets and a 
pressure cooker, two suitcases, a movie camera 
and a frying pan, a picnic hamper, an airfoam 
mattress and a .22 rifle, a thermos jug, a basket 
of tomatoes and a saucepan. When he finally 
emerged with a spare tire and a jack I expected 
a burst of applause, but the crowd held itself 
down to a few semiprofane exclamations. 

For the first time I wished we had taken the 
facetious suggestion of some friends that we hang 
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a banner, “Alaska or Bust,’ on the trunk. It 
would have explained everything. 

We're an average family, not the sort of people 
you might expect to find halfway across a 
continent with a loaf of bread in the glove 
compartment, but we do love to travel. If I 
had just put a six-egg cake in the oven and my 
husband said, “Let’s go,” I wouldn't hesitate: 
I'd turn off the oven and be out the door on the 
dead run. 

My husband is a dentist in the small town 
of Aurora, north of Toronto, and over the years 
while we were raising our seven children we 
didn’t travel much. We're grandparents now 
and one winter I counted noses around the 
dinner table and discovered that we were down 
to three children—Bruce, 14, Ronald, 16, and 
Rosemary, 12. We decided it was our time to see 
the country. 

“Let’s drive to Alaska,” suggested my husband 
pleasantly, reaching for more butter. 

“The expense!” | gasped. 

“We'll all sleep in the car and cook our own 
meals,” he replied calmly. “Won't cost much 
more than taking a summer cottage.” 

He was right. We drove 11,000 miles in five 
weeks, saw the sun setting in the sky just before 
midnight and rising two hours later, heard the 
wolves howling in the night, climbed a mountain 
strewn with caribou antlers, threw snowballs on 
the icy slope of a glacier and returned home 
better friends than we had ever been—at a total 
cost of $465. 


The sum included $150 for food, which we 


TO ALASKA 


We drove 11,000 miles, five-in-a-car, 


The Guntons: 
Bruce, Ron, 
Rosemary, 


Mom and Dad. 








would have spent if we had stayed home, and 
about $40 for repairs to the car. Gasoline and 
oil cost us about $275. 

My husband Claude deserves the credit for 
devising a way for five full-length people to sleep 
in—and on—an ordinary two-door sedan. He 
took out the back seat and cut the bars behind 
with a blowtorch—“This won’t hurt a bit,” he 
muttered in his most professional tones—and 
built a plywood platform extending from the tail 
end of the trunk to within 10 inches of the 
back of the front seat. Under the platform we 
stored our suitcases and on it we put an airfoam 
mattress. In the daytime the youngsters used 
the front edge of the platform as a seat, with 
more suitcases and blankets packed in behind 
them to lean against, and at night we could move 
the luggage to the space previously occupied by 
their feet. This bed was kept made up and I 
spread it with dark-colored blankets. 

Then Dad and the boys built a plywood box, 
7 x 5!2 feet, and 10 inches deep. An inner 
spring mattress fitted into this with room at the 
sides to store canned goods and sundries. The 
lid of the box could be raised up on iron-pipe 
legs at night to make a roof. The boys slept in 
this invention, in their sleeping bags, Dad and 
I slept on the mattress in the back seat and 
Rosemary slept across the front seat with her 
knees under the steering wheel. 

In order to avoid restaurants completely we 
took along a portable outdoor stove (which we 
rarely used), a pressure cooker, a saucepan and 
a frying pan. We bought some colored plastic 













heard wolves howl by night, 
threw snowballs on a glacier and 
came home better friends than 


wed ever been—and all for $465 


dishes, stainless steel cutlery and a huge water 


thermos with a tap at the bottom. As we passed 
through towns Dad and the boys would stop and 
shop—it had been decided, unanimously, that 
mom was to have a vacation —returning with tins 
of steak dinner, salmon, luncheon meat and 
vegetables, bread and butter and eggs, potatoes 
and fruit. 

The country provided some of our meals. Near 
the Arctic Circle we cooked a partridge stew, 
and one trout that we fried was as big as the blade 
of our paddle. 

We happily discovered that the lid of the boys’ 
sleeping box, mounted on its iron-pipe legs, made 
a fine roadside table. However, we often ate 
our lunches in the car and | got quite handy 
at buttering bread with a jar of mayonnaise 
clutched between my knees while Michigan, 
North Dakota and Montana bumped under our 
wheels. I had a three-foot-high box on the floor 
beside me in the front seat and I kept sandwich 
makings in it. One day when [| was busily 
spreading mustard on slices of ham and thinking 
about something else it gave me quite a start to 
look up and see a mountain leaning on my 
shoulder. 

ll never forget the breakfasts around the 
campfire at the edge of a lake or deep in the 
forests. We'd have bacon and eggs or porridge, 
cooked by the men, and while Rosemary and 
I were washing the dishes in a pail of water 
which I had generously scented with disinfectant 
the boys would prepare a stew in the pressure 


cooker or Continued on page 50 
















































He married her, knowing he wasn’t the man of 
her dreams, but refusing to believe that a 
phantom from her past could walk between 


them, destroying their hope of a future 


Dewi a pretty girl,” said the woman beside Harry. ‘The one in the blue sweater.” 

“Cute little figure, too,” agreed her companion, staring at the skating rink. Harry knew 
instinctively that they were talking about Jean. He jammed his hands into his coat pockets as 
if to brace himself against that diffidence he would feel when these women realized he was Jean’s 
husband. He tried to find Jean on the ice. 

Jean was skating in the absorbed unpretentious way she did everything. Her plain blue sweater 
and street-length skirt made her a conservative among the others in brief skating costumes who 
were weaving past her, leaping and pirouetting now and then and finally freezing in flamboyant 
fountains of ice. Even the two very little girls practiced their arabesques with one eye on the 
gallery. “Look at those brats showing off,” said the woman beside him. “Here’s the pretty 
blonde again.” Jean went by, unself-conscious, taking steady even strokes. The exercise 
had brightened her color and the wind pulled her fair hair out like taffy. She looked 
completely happy. 

The women’s eyes followed her. Harry knew what they were thinking. Eyes 
lingered on Jean after they turned from girls with more regular features, more 
extravagant figures, as if she were a symbol. Jean was the girl on the 
magazine covers before the camera flattened her into someone stereotyped 
and lifeless, the Hollywood ingenue before the make-up men went to 
work on her, the girl next door—but prettier. She was the girl you 
would like your son to marry, the wife you’re going to have when 
you can support her. Obviously, she would grow up to marry 
someone quite as ideal—handsome, rugged, well-connected. 

Jean skated over to Harry and steadied herself on the 
railing. The tiny diamonds in her wedding ring glinted as she 
flexed her hands to warm them. The two women drew away 
a little, perhaps aware that he had overheard their conver- 
sation. “This is good ice,” Jean said. “I’m glad we 
began sightseeing here. Sure you won’t change your 
mind, Harry? It’s fun.” 

He smiled and wondered about kissing the end 
of her nose which the wind had made as red as 
her cheeks. “I'd better not, Princess. I 
wobble. It would be all over the tabloids in the 
morning: Continued on page 22 
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TIGHTWAD 
with ten hairpins and hope tired wisps on the collar 


Drawings by Harold Town 


Photos by Paul Rockett 





“Stringsaver!” was what Jimmy Leone called blonde Betty 
Darwin (top left), showing her how she had styled the 


12 





front but let the back straggle. Severing the stringbag 
Jimmy beamed: “Now you're as pretty going as coming.” 





TEA COSY 
pincurls by the day 


Your hair may he ravishing 
... in front. But how long 
since you had a good look 
at the hack of your head? 
Says outraged Jimmy Leone 
— hairdresser to beautiful 
models hut in fear of no 
female — “With nine out 
of ten women, what is out 


of sight is out of mind!” 
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how permanent can you get? 








JIMMY LEONE is a hand- 
some, wisecracking and 
highstrung hairdresser with 
a mission in life . . . to 
get women better acquainted 
with the backs of their heads. 

He launched the topic with 
his usual fervor a moment 

after | arrived at his plain-jane shop on down- 
town Dundas Street in Toronto. The place 
doesn’t look much, but some of the prettiest girls 
in town—the models whose faces you see every 
time you flick a magazine page—come here to 
have their hair done and laugh at Jimmy’s quips. 

“A woman fluffs out her front curls,” Jimmy 
gesticulated before a mirror while his staff stood 
around and enjoyed the show. ‘And that’s all 
she sees. “That little dip over my eye really suits 
me,’ she says, all pleased with herself. Then 
she hurries to get the kids fed or catch a streetcar. 
The back of her head? What’s out of sight is out 
of mind. 

“The back of women’s heads—I could write 
a book about them. Walk down any street and 
study them. I have. Nine out of ten women 
don’t know what to do with that back hair.” 

From his years of anguished observation, 
Jimmy has typed women’s heads (rear view) 
into five classifications and for each of these 
Jimmy has a name—Tightwad, the Great Divide, 
Tea Cosy, a chilling creation he calls the Deep 
Friz, and the pompous Madame Pompadour. 

Jimmy called over one of his pretty young 
assistants, shoved her into a chair and with quick, 
nervous gestures started wrecking the back of 
her coif. Obviously anything goes at Leone’s. 
She didn’t turn a hair, though Jimmy was tossing 
them around like straws in a wind. 

This I call the Tightwad,” he explained. “It’s 
a style favored by the misguided mid-forty who 
screws up the back hair with ten hairpins, and 
hopes nobody notices.” 

“You know, grey is the most outstanding shade 
of hair there is. I mean it. There is no other 
shade as beautiful, downright beautiful, as steel- 
grey hair. Red isn’t nearly as eyecatching. 
Women lucky enough to have steel-grey hair 
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MADAME POMPADOUR 


builds an eagle’s nest 


are in a category all their own. But almost every 
one of them looks a lot older than she is. Why? 
Because they stick to old-fashioned styles, awk- 
ward tight rolls covered with heavy nets. Like 
hair was something you grow under glass. 

“Middle-aged women worry a lot. They are 
afraid to look older, and they are afraid that 
Mrs. Jones down the street may think they're 
trying to look 16 again. 

“These women come in, and [ tell them they'd 
look better with a short style—that short hair 
definitely suits the older woman. But they look 
as though I’m robbing them and sniff, ‘I just 
don’: suit short hair!’ 

“So I put them in front of the mirror and 
show them that that roll at the back gives the 
effect of short hair anyway, so why not get the 
stuff off their necks? I say, “You’ve got two eyes, 
a nose and a mouth like everybody else, so why 
shouldn’t it suit? What makes you different?’ 

“When they have their hair cut, they look 


fifteen years younger.” 
Bury Your Head in a Closet 


Jimmy whipped his assistant’s hair into what 
was obviously another Horrible Example. The 
girl giggled and lit a cigarette. 

“This is the Great Divide,” Jimmy told me. 
“Remind you of anyone you know? This type 
has a nice fluff over the ears—both of them—but 
a straggly break down the centre back that ends 
in a couple of tired wisps at the collarbone. You 
know what she should do to correct that? 
Scramble the pin curls in that centre ‘bald’ spot. 
And when she combs she should direct the comb 
from the under side up and out, to fluff the hair 
at this point. 

“Fact is, the hair all round must be blended 
skilfully with a comb into an even halo. 

‘A woman plays sides, you know. If she has 
a tendency to comb from right to left, one side 
looks good. If she combs from left to right, 
it’s the other. If she is right-handed the right 
side is prettier; if left-handed, the left side is 
better. 

“Tea cosy is the young mother, tripping round 


HAVOC 
THE 


3y EILEEN MORRIS 


Fashion and Beauty 


BEHIND 
EARS 


the house all day in pincurls tied up in a 
kerchief, like a tramp’s worldly goods. That kills 
me. 

“IT give the girls credit for one thing—at least 
they're doing something with their hair. But 
can’t they do it at night, and then comb it out 
as soon as they get up? Or can’t they put it up 
for an hour, bury themselves in a clothes 
cupboard, and comb it when they come out? 

“Often the only time a young married or a 
young mother looks after her hair is when she’s 
going out. That’s rare. The result is, her hair 
is neglected. Along comes a big do, and she 
rushes to a beauty shop to have her hair’done. 
Then she gets sore at the hairdresser when he 
doesn’t perform miracles. This is all wrong. 
Once a month she should swipe the egg money, 
go to a beauty shop and have her hair cut or 
shaped so that it always looks good. 

“Too many married women think, ‘I’ve got 
my man now’ and quit bothering. What they 
should always remember is that a man’s head 
turns very easily. After marriage a guy sees 
his wife with her hair down. He knows there’s 
something wrong, but he can’t figure out what. 
She’s no longer the cutie he remembers dating. 
He won't sue for divorce—but he’s going to 
admire the other ladies, or he’s no man. 

“Another menace is the Deep Friz.”” Jimmy’s 
face showed tremendous suffering. “This is what 
happens to the woman who says, “Well, I have 
a permanent now, so I don’t have to do anything 
with my hair for the next four months.’ Ducky, 
isn’t it? 

“A permanent helps when you get caught in 
the rain. That’s all. It’s no mumbo-jumbo that 
leaves your hair so beautiful it needs nothing 
more for months.” 

Jimmy’s assistant groaned as he pulled and 
pushed her short hair into an illusion of two 
side poufs. 

“This,” he gestured with his comb, “‘is 
Madame Pompadour. Women who wear pom- 
padours are outmoded, outnumbered and—some 
of ’em—outlandish. They build eagles’ nests, 
not hair styles. Trouble is they get those side 


waves so round, Continued on page 49 
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By JULIE PRISE 


I suppose it was the picture in the paper tonight that brought things back 
so plain—like I'd lifted the years from a dresser drawer and took off the tissue 
I'd put em away in. Tonight, I can almost hear the wind whippin’ them poplar 
trees and smell the rain and feel it soakin’ through my nightdress. That was a 
night, I can tell you! 

Afterward, half the folks around there allowed they could've told you so, 
but they couldn’t. If anyone had knowed how things was goin’ it would’ve 
been me. | used to be the work horse in that big bony-lookin’ house on Poplar 
Hill—Nell Blackstone’s place. It was 1't a hill exactly, more of a rise overlookin’ 
the farm, with a double row of trees leadin’ from the back to the east road. And 
the house was one of them tall grim buildin’s that always look like folks had 
just moved out of ’em. Nell was cranky about her house, always runnin’ her 
finger over things huntin’ for dust and goin’ around to see that all the blinds was 
even. | wouldn't have stayed on with her one minute if it hadn’t been for Lorene. 
Someone had to give that poor gir: a decent word now and then. Besides, nobody 
wanted a housekeeper my age—’specially one hobbled up with rheumatism. 

It was one of the happiest days of my life when Nell’s man skipped out on 
her. I was waitin’ for the worm to turn, but he didn’t. He just up and crawled 
away. Lorene was 12 that year. 


The day before he left was the day Nell 


Continued on page 45 


It was a queer affair — the courtship of Michael 
Monahan. There he would sit in the parlor every 


evening, reading love poems to the widow and her 





daughter but which of them did he want to marry? 


ILLUSTRATED BY OSCAR CAHEN 
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ne day in the spring of 1951 a grey-haired 
couple from a small Ontario town drove 
hurriedly to Toronto, bought a marriage 
license at city hall and went directly to the 
provincial government buildings at Queen’s 
Park for permission to be married within the 
An official 


who enquired with innocent interest as to why 


usual three-day waiting period. 


the hurry was left gaping at the answer: 
“You see,” explained the bridegroom, “we 
have been living together for many years but, 
well—we never got around to getting married. 
No one at home-——our neighbors, our son 
—knows the difference. But now the boy is 
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to be married himself and we must no longer 
leave his birth registered as illegitimate, and 
in his mother’s name.” 

The gentle, dignified woman who listened 
while this explanation was given, frowning 
a little like any mother concerned about her 
child’s welfare, was a common law wife. The 
term means a woman who takes a man’s name 
as her own and sets up a domicile with him 
as a family unit without entering a legal 
marriage. 

To most people the phrase is familiar only 
in police court news—“‘the dead man and his 
common law wife were said to ‘have been 


drinking heavily before the fight started.” But 
common law wives—women who are “married 
but not churched”—represent a surprising 
cross-section of the Canadian housewife popu- 
lation and a surprising percentage of it too, 
although their numbers are impossible to more 
than guess at. 

Estimates of social workers, court officials 
and clergy (who of course know only such 
common law families as come to them for help 


and advice) range from “more than anyone 


5 nas fa 
suspects’ to “many thousands from coast to 
coast. The files of five social agencies 


covering the greater Toronto area, for in- 
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stance, show that 2% to 18% of the family 
cases they handle involve common law unions. 

Individual case histories abound, however, 
to show that common law wives are to be 
found in almost every branch of society. A 
successful manufacturer lives with his talented 
“‘wife”’ and their small child in the Maritimes, 
while his legal wife, who will not divorce him 
because she is a Roman Catholic, lives in 
Ontario. A young army officer returned home 
after the war to take up his career as one 
of Canada’s abler educationists, telling his 
friends that a British divorcee he had met 
overseas would soon be crossing the ocean to 
marry him. 


When Religion is a Bar 


He met her at the boat and wired friends 
and associates that they were being married 
in New York; then after a honeymoon tour 
brought her back to his home town to live. 
Actually she had been unable to obtain a 
divorce under British law and so they simply 
decided to pretend that she had and say they'd 
been married—knowing that any marriage 
ceremony would have made her guilty of 
bigamy. 

The’ teacher’s wife isn’t a bigamist, but she 
is a common law wife; and legal complications 
and social embarrassment are almost sure to 
ensue at some time for their children unless 
the English “divorcee” is some day able to 
have her earlier marriage dissolved. 

Cases like that of the grey-haired couple 
who wanted a hasty wedding after years in 
which they “just never got around to marry- 
ing” are naturally rare; yet common law 
couples who could marry but don’t are by 
no means unheard of. In Montreal lives a 
Moslem whose wealthy mother threatened to 
cut him out of her will if he married outside 
his race and religion; however, she made little 
objection to his living common law with an 
Anglo-Saxon woman for, as it turned out, the 
rest of his life. 

Also in Montreal live a man and woman, 
both artists, who set up housekeeping together 
years ago and have since had a child; but 
they consistently brush off the urging of their 
friends that they be married on the grounds 
that they wish to be free to break off their 
union at will. ‘We want to be held together 
by love—not laws,” they explain. 

Such Bohemian flowerings are likely to occur 
anywhere occasionally; and social workers 
report unhappier instances of young girls, 
usually ill-educated and impoverished, who 
find themselves dependent on an older man 
too selfish to tie himself down in marriage, 
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though content to let his common law wife 
care for him and their children indefinitely. 

Generally speaking, however, common law 
unions involve couples who don’t marry 
because they can’t, one or both of the parties 
involved being already married to someone 
else. “There are definitely two types of couples 
who form common law unions,” says Bert 
Beaumont, Director of Child Welfare for 
Ontario. “There are those of too-easy morality 
who drift into semipermanent affairs; but 
there are also decent everyday people who find 
themselves trapped in impossible marriages 
from which there is no escape, and subse- 
quently start living with another mate as a 
means to some kind of happiness.” 

Social workers have a saying, “Desertion 
is the poor man’s divorce.” And it is clear 
that when our legal, moral and social codes 
bar all second chances at achieving domestic 
happiness for those who have failed once, a 
remarkably large number of otherwise normal 
citizens simply decide to ignore the conven- 
tions. Moreover, the common law unions 
which such people form are more broadly 
condoned by society now than they once were. 

The Canadian armed forces paid dependents’ 
allowances to common law wives and children 
during World War II, and there are common 
law “widows” collecting pensions. (In today’s 
volunteer army this is no longer the case; 
but recruits are warned before enlistment and 
one soldier was returned from Korea for 
discharge when it was learned he had a 
common law wife and children who had 
become destitute without his support.) 


Courts are Understanding 


In several provinces—Alberta, Saskatch- 
ewan, Manitoba and Ontario—a woman im- 
poverished by the death of her unmarried 
mate tay be granted a mother’s allowance 
to help raise her children, although regulations 
as to eligibility differ from province to prov- 
ince. A common law wife is paid the federal 
family allowance (baby bonus); and her 
common law husband may claim dependents’ 
income tax exemption on behalf of their 
children—although he is not granted the 
marital exemption. 

Not many years ago a common law husband 
living with a woman and the woman’s children 
by an earlier marriage was likely to be charged 
with contributing to juvenile delinquency. 
This was a seamy business with the morality 
officers pouncing at night like divorce detec- 
tives. Such charges are seldom laid now unless 
investigation by the local children’s aid society 
indicates the children are suffering actual 


physical or moral harm as a result of the 
extramarital relationship. This clause in the 
criminal code has lost much serious respect 
because parents “living in adultery” cannot 
be charged with contributing to the delin- 
quency of their own children; the law implies 
they are an immoral influence only on the 
legitimate children of either party by an 
earlier marriage. 

The attitude of most social workers and 
family court officials toward the common law 
wife today is one of understanding and pity, 
and they speak with genuine happiness of a 
girl who has escaped a cruel and unsatisfactory 
legal marriage to find one which, though not 
recognized by law, gives her a modicum of 
security and love for herself and her children. 


Mary Heksath’s Story 


Says Norma Touchburn, supervisor of the 
Toronto Neighbourhood Workers, “The com- 
mon law union is quite prevalent in our 
society and it is not always a bad thing by 
any means. But many times its benefits are 
outweighed by the tragedies it brings into a 
woman’s life. I think that women should be 
warned that entering a common law union is 
like stepping into quicksand.” 

For actually. the common law wife has little 
law on her side at all. Her children are of 
course illegitimate, and are dogged by a 
constant feeling of insecurity. She must rely 
for support on a man who is under no legal 
obligation to keep her, and if she is deserted 
the law may make him help support their 
children, but not her. And should her man be 
convicted of a crime serious enough to send 
him to penitentiary, she is allowed to cor- 
respond with him only after a careful investiga- 
tion. One prisoner had to show he was legally 
separated from his real wife before he could 
write to his common law wife. 

Many common law wives have to get along 
on what’s left of their husband’s salary after 
deductions have been made for the support 
of his legal wife and family; one man earning 
$32 a week in Toronto pays $12 into the 
Toronto Family court to support his legal wife, 
leaving $20 a week with which to feed, house 
and clothe his common law family. 

Even if the couple are comfortably fixed, 
should the husband die, the common law wife 
may find herself without a roof over her head, 
unless their property was jointly held. If her 
husband dies without any will at all, a legal 
wife who has avoided him for 20 years may 
turn up and the law will be on her side. A 
minister told me of cases where legal and 
common law Continued on page 62 
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RESERVE OF QUEEN MARY and ROYAL RADIANCE OF QUEEN ELIZABETH has 
made her smile famous. Unlike Queen Mother and her own daugh- 


ler, she was not raised within the restraining shadow of the throne. 


REGAL 
her strong sense of duty are qualities which she instilled in Princess 


Elizabeth during the impressionable years of the queen-to-be. 


Reserve and restraint 
vied with radiance and 
laughter as Princess 
Elizabeth met Canadians 
As the Royal Tour began people said: ‘She looks so scared and shy .. .° “She doesn’t smile 
but Mama’s sparkle 


triumphed over Grannie’s 


discipline. 


Before her visit ended, parties, square dances, hockey games and bursts of Western informality 
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= PART I1V-—-CONCLUSION 


ELIZABETH THE WOMAN 


By MARION CRAWFORD (‘CRAWFIE” ), for seventeen years governess to Princess Elizabeth 


A princess can travel 15,000 miles — and still be “a prisoner in a palace* 


CHAPTER 23 


If I were writing a novel I could call this portion the true story 
of “A Bird in a Gilded Cage” or “The Prisoner in the Palace.” 

"Few people comprehend the rigorous routine their position thrusts 
upon members of the royal family. Imagine every moment of your 
day mapped out, not only for today and tomorrow, but sometimes 
almost for this time next year. Even on such happy occasions as 
Princess Elizabeth’s recent tour of Canada in which she and her 
husband traveled more than 15,000 miles beyond palace walls, her 
schedule was so demanding that much as she enjoyed the trip she 
was at all times still a prisoner of her royal responsibilities. 

On Princess Elizabeth’s desk in her study at Clarence House there 
stands a large square leather-bound calendar embossed with her 
initial E in gold on one of the facings. 

It is divided into three compartments—morning, afternoon and 
evening—and each division contains those functions she is committed 


to attend. 








: « « sparked a new spontaneity in “Canada’s Princess.” 





Her secretary comes in with the pile of letters she receives every 
day asking her to appear all over the country. Those she decides .to 
attend are entered on the calendar at once and the secretary makes a 
copy in his own diary. Gradually the spaces fill up until [ have seen 
six or seven appointments for one day—a round which imposes a great 
strain on the princess. 

Besides the physical effort needed to complete such a program, 
which comes up not once or twice but every day of her life, there is 
the greater one of never having a moment to relax and be herself. 
Always the spotlight of public interest follows her, exploring her 
most private and personal moments in a way for which few of her 
subjects would stand. 

Every so often a Member of Parliament rises to enquire how the 
Royal Grants and allowances are spent, sometimes implying that the 
money might be better directed elsewhere. It is right that royal grants 
should be discussed by the Parliament which passes them. But it 
cannot be pleasant to have your income, needs and expenses attacked 
by the House of Commons and the result of their debate published 
all over the world. I well remember the embarrassed air which hung 
over Buckingham Palace while the allowances paid yearly to Princess 
Elizabeth and Prince Philip were being debated. 

From the age of eleven the Princess received a yearly income of 
£6,000—granted her out of the King’s Civil list of £410,000. At 
twenty-one this income was raised to £15,000 annually, and at the time 
of her marriage increased to £30,000 ($88,500 at present rates of 
exchange) with extra grants for the upkeep of Clarence House, where 
she and her husband live. 

To anyone who thinks these figures large | would point out what 
inflated expenses royalty have to bear. Princess Elizabeth has to 
furnish her house literally “‘fit for a king” to live in. To maintain it 
she has to employ a staff far larger than her private tasies dictate. She 
has to have a comptroller to handle the complex problems of her 
household and manage her finances; and a secretary to cope with the 
huge mail which comes to her daily, and deal with her appointments 
and those callers who need her assistance. 

There are the kitchen and the backstairs staff needed to support 
the house in the style which Parliament feels will make it a credit 
to the country, and there are pensioners grown old in royal service 
who have to be provided for in retirement. 

All such household expenses eat away at what may seem un- 
necessarily large royal budgets. And in the case of the King, there is 
also the major outlay of entertaining foreign dignitaries who visit the 
country and who cannot be had in for a sandwich and a cup of tea, 
but must be met with the pomp and ceremony suitable to their rank. 

Banquets and garden parties sometimes cost the King as much as 
£3,000 each, which must come out of his grant. And similarly, the 
Princess’ smaller-scale entertaining comes out of hers. 

All this is part of their duty, but it cannot be pleasant for them 
to have to face criticism of the money they are allowed, so very little 
of which remains for their private enjoyment. 

In spite of the many minor but undoubtedly annoying restrictions 
put on the personal liberty of royalty—such as their being unable to 


choose flat-heeled shoes for public Continued on page 51 
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APPLE 
TIME 
SPECIALS 


from the Institute 








DUTCH APPLE CAKE 


2 cups sifted bread flour 4 tablespoons shortening 
OR 9 cup chopped nuts 
2'4 cups sifted pastry flour 44 cup seedless raisins 
3 teaspoons baking powder | egg, well beaten 


lg teaspoon salt 28 cup milk 


2 tablespoons granulated sugar | teaspoon melted butter 


TOPPING 
| cup sliced apples 44 cup brown sugar 


2 tablespoons melted butter '2 teaspoon cinnamon 


or margarine M4 teaspoon nutmeg 

Sift together flour, baking powder and salt into mixing bowl. Add sugar. 
Chop shortening into dry ingredients until mixture is mealy (using pastry 
blender or 2 knives). Add nuts and raisins. Combine beaten egg and milk. 
Gradually add to dry ingredients, stirring just enough to blend. Turn into a 
well-greased, deep round 8-inch cake tin. Pat gently to spread dough in 
cake tin. Brush top with melted butter. 

Arrange sliced apples in circular design on top. Combine remaining 
Bake in a hot oven (400 
deg. F.) for 30 to 35 minutes. Serve warm, cut in wedges, or serve as a hot 


ingredients and spread evenly over apples. 


dessert with custard sauce. Serves 6 to 8. 






JELLIED APPLE SALAD 


1 package flavored jelly powder 1!4 cups diced apples 
| £ jelly | I PI 


(lime or lemon) 6 cup shredded carrots 
2 cups hot water 44 cup chopped celer¥ 

Dissolve the jelly powder in hot water. Then chill until slightly 
thickened while preparing the fruits and vegetables. Add apples, carrots 
and celery to slightly thickened mixture. Mix thoroughly. Fill individual 
molds that have been rinsed in cold water. Chill until firm. Unmold on 
salad greens. Garnish with cream cheese balls. Serves 6. 
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APPLE COCONUT CRISP 


4) cups sliced pared apples 4 cup butter or margarine 
es cup granulated sugar 44 cup brown sugar, firmly packed 
2 teaspoons lemon juice g cup bread flour 
2 tablespoons water 34 cup rolled oats 


1 cup shredded coconut 


Arrange sliced apples in a greased 1!% quart size deep baking dish. 
Sprinkle with granulated sugar. Combine lemon juice and water. Pour 
over apples. Cream butter or margarine, gradually add brown sugar. 
Blend in flour and oats. Spread over apples. Top with shredded coconut. 
Bake in a moderately hot oven (375 deg. F.) for 35 minutes or until apples 
are tender. Serve warm with plain or whipped cream. Serves 6. Note: 
With tart apples use an extra 4 cup granulated sugar. 


SPICY APPLE BREAD 


2 cups sifted bread flour OR ¥ cup granulated sugar 
2'4 cups sifted pastry flour 
1 teaspoon baking powder 


¥% cup rolled oats 
1 egg, well beaten 
1 teaspoon baking soda 34 cup sour milk 
1 teaspoon salt 1 cup finely grated raw apple 

3 tablespoons melted butter or 


margarine 


\4 teaspoon nutmeg 
46 teaspoon cinnamon 


Sift together flour, baking powder, soda, salt, nutmeg and cinnamon. 
Add sugar and rolled oats. Mix well. Combine beaten egg, sour milk, apple 
and melted butter or margarine. Add to dry ingredients, stirring just 
enough to blend. Turn into a greased 8 x 5 x 3 inch loaf tin. Let stand for 
20 minutes. Bake on a middle rack of a moderate oven (350 deg. F.) for 
lhour. Turn out on wire rack and allow to cool for several hours before 
slicing. Delicious when served with nippy cheese. 





% All these recipes have been approved by the Chatelaine Institute. 
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TINTEX 


Curtains, drapes, slip-covers, 
clothes made new looking for 
just a few cents 


Your money goes further, your budget 
covers more, when you let TINTEX bring 
new color and life into your home and 
your wardrobe. Economical TINTEX is 
so quick, so easy to use, so dependable 
for ideal results. Guaranteed to dye every 
fabric except glass or metal fibres. In 
many shades at drug, de- 
partment and variety stores. 
Get TINTEX today. 


IT’S EASY TO 
USE TINTEX IN YOUR 
WASHING MACHINE 
Write today for free descriptive 


Solder. Address Tintex, Dept. B, 425 River St., 
——— a . Verdun, P.Q. 
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WHAT DOES SHE SEE? 
Continued from page 10 


Eminent Professor in Upset; Lemon 
Prize-Winner No Prize on Ice.” 

Jean grinned. “Well, I’ll go round just 
once or twice more and then come in.” 
As she glided off, his neighbor muttered 
to her friend, their heads together over 
a cigarette lighter. “You never know 
about these things,” said the one in 
mink, straightening up. ‘The darndest 
people have méney these days. Come 
on, Lil. It’s cold.” She gave Harry 
a covert speculative glance as she 
brushed by. 

He knew the look so well, it was so 
usual, that it ought only to prick on 
callus, not dig in where it hurt. It was 
the baffled look of one who has just 
discovered that Beauty has married the 
Beast, a shortish, undistinguished, be- 
spectacled beast. It was the what-does- 
she-see-in-him look. He nearly said to 
the mink coat, “I wonder myself, 
lady.” An introspective intellectual 
type, and no chicken, either. Five feet 
nine and one-half, and can’t ice skate 
. .. but never forget, lady, winner of 
the Otis P. Lemon Prize for Distin- 
guished Achievement in the Field of 
Comparative Literature, a well-named 
prize, a fitting climax to a long career. 
Distinguished achievement in debating 
when you ought to have played football; 
Verdi, when everyone else hummed 
Kern; Dickens and James Joyce when 
it ought to have been Superman. 

Nevertheless, it was a nice esoteric 
little prize. If it didn’t amount to a 
ticket into the charmed circles, if you 
still felt like an outlander, if it did not 
guarantee happiness everlasting, well, 
you had to do some things for yourself. 
Not that he hadn’t. He was conversant 
with the funnies. He knew the words 
to the songs. He had an excellent 
command of the vernacular, He had 
$2,500 from Otis P. Lemon, three days’ 
vacation and a quarter of a column in 
a newsweckly: “To owlish, balding 
Harry Irving, Assistant Professor of 
English at Jones College for Women, 
last week came He had Jean. No 
matter how it confounded the populace, 
in all tangible practical senses, Jean was 
his wife. 

He detested himself in this mood. 
Stop pressing your little nose against 
the windowpane, Harry. 
posed to be a celebration. 


This is sup- 
This is 
supposed to be the honeymoon there 
wasn’t time for nine months ago. He 
lit a cigarette and looked for Jean. 
Before he could hail her, someone else 
did. “Jean! Hey, Jean Carpenter!” 
Jean wavered for a moment before she 
skated to the opposite rail where the 
young man was beckoning. He was tall 
and well-turned-out; even across the ice 
you saw that he was assured and impec- 
cable. They talked briefly and then 
Jean skated away with slow mechanical 
strokes. When she stopped in front of 
Harry her skates made a gay shower 
of ice, but there was nothing gay in 
her face. 

“Friend?” he enquired. 

“In a way.” 

“ Attractive guy ” 

“In a way.” She was coaxing her 
hair smooth, her face unreadable. “I'll 
get rid of my skates. You must be cold 
standing here.” 

“Nope.” 


he grinned. “I’ve got my 


love da dum da dum.” There was a 
flicker of pleasure in her eyes, but she 
did not smile as she clumped off to 
return the skates. 


Harry blew on his hands. 
It was chilly. And it was disquieting 
that this friend-in-a-way whom she had 
greeted so briefly should spoil her good 
time. He had called her by her maiden 
name; that put him somewhere in the 
opaque past, the time Jean scarcely 
talked about. She had never told him 
about his predecessors, about the boys, 
the dozens of them, who had taken her 
to their football games, to their house 
parties, who had fallen in love with her. 
She never mentioned how zay it had 
been, how much fun she had had in 
those days. He only knew what every- 
one on the campus knew, that Jean had 
been a Belle. 

He thought of the Friday mornings 
last year when Jean had come to class 
with hair freshly washed and shining, 
nails newly manicured, mind apparently 
already off on a week-end house party. 
Then it had caused him bitter jealous 
spasms; it was not a particularly com- 
forting thought just at the moment. It 
was not as if Jean spilled out her 
secrets, as if you really knew how she 
felt about anyone, W hether you, or this 
friend-in-a-way. She was not one to 
volunteer an embrace, a word of love, 
an explanation, even. You could only 
conjecture these things by the look in 
her eyes, by the degree of her response 
when you kissed her. 

“Hi,” she said behind him. He 
helped her into her jacket and took her 
arm and silently they walked to the 
roadway. 

“Tell me about your admirer,” he said 
at last. 

Jean was staring past him into the 
inhuman elegance of a department store 
window. “It was Ted Newcomb. We 
—TI used to know him in college 
I met you.”’ Her voice was dull. 


before 


He was going to say, “I suppose he’s 
still carrying the torch?” or “Should 
I make with the bright green?” but none 
of the facetious things would say them- 
selves. Instead came the impulse to 
take her by the shoulders and shake 
it out of her. Say it, Jean, say it now. 
How long have I got to wonder about 
us? How long have | got to worry about 
every shadow that crosses your face, 
about every guy you exchange a casual 
word with. Say it! Aren’t you ever 

? Aren’t you 


going to say you love me? 

ever going to put your arms around me 
unless | put mine around you first? But 
this was an unlikely place to make a 
fool of yourself, here on a street corner 
with a mean winter wind lashing your 
hair in your eyes, and people jostling 
past you. If Jean were to tell you she 
couldn’t say it because it wasn’t true, 
you weren’t her ideal, she didn’t love 
you, this was no place to hear it. He 
was probably making mountains out of 
molehills, anyway. She had married 
him, hadn’t she? She had said it nine 
months ago in front of a minister and 
several other people: “love, honor and 
cherish.”’ 

“Come on, Sonja, I'll buy you a drink. 
Otis P. Lemon and | will buy you the 
driest martini in town.” He followed 
her eyes to the store window. “Or 
should we buy you a dress, Jeanie? 
You've been pretty patient about new 
clothes.” 

“1 don’t honestly need anything, 





Harry. My trousseau still hangs 
together.” 

“This is a celebration, Jeanie.  It’ll 
soon be spring. We're in the money. 
Besides, I’d like to buy you something 
more decorative than meat and pota- 
toes. Let’s have a look.” 

The sombre look left her face. 
would be fun,” she said. 


It 


The taffeta dress hung on 
the back of the bathroom door where 
Jean could admire it while she dressed. 
She poked her head out the door. 
“Don’t you love hotels, Harry? You 
can throw the towels on the floor 
without a qualm.” He heard the damp 
towel thud softly on the tile and Jean 
came out, giving the dress a pat as she 
passed. She sat down at the dressing 
table and went to work on her hair. 
“You really like it, don’t you,” Harry 
said, puzzled by this affection for a piece 
of checked taffeta. He had rather 


REMEMBERING MY LOVE 
by Violet Field 


They tell me I must dress in black 
And walk with eves cast down. 

But I remember how you loved 
My prettiest gayest gown. 


They say that always I must grieve 
Tears forever be my part. 

But I have treasured up your glad 
Gay laughter in my heart. 


They think that I am all alone 
Upon a lonesome way— 

They do not know that I have you 
Beside me all the day. 


AATIAGIASIANGIASIASIASIORIE 
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thought clothes weren’t important to 
her although she was always beautifully 
tidy and discriminating in what she 
wore. The dress did suit her; it had her 
fresh clean-cut quality. 

‘Mmm!’ she said through a bobbypin. 
She took it out of her mouth and 
skewered a strand of hair. “It’s the 
prettiest dress I’ve ever owned. We 
were wickedly extravagant, but it is 
beautiful.” 

He lifted her hair and kissed her in 
the downy hollow at the back of her 
neck. “Otis P. Lemon says nothing is 
She smiled at his 
reflection in the mirror, a little tense 
shadowed smile, and began to brush her 
hair smooth again. Harry stood erect 
stifly; now she was going to say some- 
thing mundane and impersonal. 

“Are you sure you don’t mind going 
to Marcia’s tonight? It seems too bad 
not to do something that would be more 
fun for you than visiting my old college 
roommate,” Jean said. 

“Also my old pupil. I like to keep 
an eye on my old students. I shan’t 
mind,” he said, leering at Jean in the 
mirror, 

Jean made a disapproving wifely face. 
“Aren’t you going to wear any garters?” 
she asked and dropped the blue and 
white dress over her head. He watched 
her settle the wide skirt and smile at 
herself in the mirror and all his feeling 
for her, all his fears, rushed up in him. 
He yanked at his socks. ‘“‘ Professors 
don’t wear garters,” he told her. 
“They're absent-minded.” He left 
the socks to gravity and straightened 


too good for you.” 
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oe ae into the regular service of the expanding Royal FOR COMMISSIONED RANKS 
rh Canadian Air Force. In the R.C.A.F., there are many 

re jobs especially suited to the ability of women—jobs 
Ve from which women can release men for other duties, 

is or give valuable assistance. Women may be ac- 

in cepted for enrolment in any of the following trades: 

Ne FIGHTER CONTROL OPERATORS 
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looking good tonight, 


up. “You're 
Princess.” 
‘I’m in love with this dress,”’ she said 
“Tt rustles.” 
| rustle, too, Jeanie. 
it very lightly but she would have to 


happily. 
You could say 


sav she loved you, too, and then the 
crisp bright dress became a bribe. It 
stopped being that pleasant thing, a man 
buying his beloved wife a present, and 
became that other transaction at which 
the sales clerk’s sly eyes had kept 
hinting: a man trying so very hard 
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They keep 
herd wear and repeated washings. Available in the 





to buy a woman’s reluctant affection. 
»” Jean said. 
For a moment he thought she was 
going to put her arms around him, but 
she stepped back quickly and began to 
stare at him in mock appraisal. “You 
look pretty good yourself,” she said, 


“Harry, thank you again 


‘except for the socks. Should we go?” 


So he told himself he was a fool to 
worry. Only an impossible hypersensi- 
tive insecure type would expect her to 
show her affection every hour on the 
hour. Why should the ghostly hurts 


of adolescence haunt you on what was 
going to be, at best, a gay triumphant 
evening, at worst, a mildly tedious one! 


Marcia’s 
small, and already full of smoke and 
unfamiliar people, most of them young 
all of them talking. Marcia had always 
seemed to Harry a pale copy of Jean 

blond, but lustreless; pretty but con- 
ventionally so, without a trace of the 
honesty and competence that strength- 
ened Jean’s beauty. She and Jean had 


apartment was 












buys 


| ea ee sheets 
Bbeaise she knows that she receives full value 
_ for her money spent on “Tex-made” sheets or pillow slips. 





WEARWELL — 


Especially designed 
for hard usage 


FOUR STAR — 
Sturdy and serviceable 





their smooth good looks through years of 
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sat side by side in his English 413: Th 
19th Century Novel. Neither one coul: 
cope with Proust, but Marcia employe« 
a small circle to dot her “I’s,” a: 
affectation that invariably annoyed him. 
Apparently it had not stood in her way 
for she now had a promising job in 
market research. He had a sharp 
memory of the way she used to take 
down his every word while peering at 
him with an expression, now personal 
and provocative, now, as if her father 
always said that those who can, do, 
those who can’t, teach. He had a feeling 
he still couldn’t, in her eyes, but she 
welcomed him cordially and she and 
Jean flung rapturous arms around each 
other. 

What a 
divine dress! Oh, I’ve got so much to 
tell you. Here, everybody: this is Jean 
and Harry.” A silent current of male 
attention began to run in Jean’s direc- 
tion, but Marcia towed her off toward 
the kitchenette. 
Harry? 


‘Jeanie, you look lovely. 


“You'll excuse us, 
won’t you, We have to get 
caught up.’ 

‘“*Miaow,” one of the young men said 
Marcia buttonholed him. “Jeff, you 
mingle with Harry and get him a beer 
while we gossip.” 

Jean smiled back from the doorway. 
“Just for a minute, Harry.” Her eyes 
telegraphed apology; still, he could not 
remember having been embraced ag 
Marcia had just now. 

Natch, Princess,” he said, and re- 
signed himself to Jeff and to beer. Jeff 
was a third-year law student and they 
had a high-minded discussion of the 
prospects in the hockey finals and the 
future of the lawyer in the welfare state. 
With their second round of beers they 
drifted over to the group of singers in 
the corner. Harry distinguished himself 
by knowing all the lyrics of “My Silent 
Love” as well as “Some Enchanted 
Evening.’ 

He wished Jean were there to share 
this mild triumph. She usually stuck 
close to him at faculty parties as though 
she were afraid to fly alone in the thin 
academic air. Although recently, he 
realized now, she had been trying her 
wings a bit. But she had never aban- 
doned him like this. Still, he hated to 
interrupt the confidences in the kitchen- 
ette. So he added his mediocre baritone 
to a spirited if harmonically unstable 
rendition of “The Whiffenpoof Song ” 

“We need a tenor,’ 
“Where’s Newcomb? 
him a while back.’ 

“Are you sure?” asked one of the 
girls. ‘‘Marcia told me Ted wasnt 
coming tonight. Why don't we try 
‘Alouette’? That doesn’t need a tenor.” 

“Je te plumerai la téte.””. A voice took 
itup. Harry licked his lips and sang the 
first chorus with them automatically. 

Ubiquitous lad, this Newcomb. Harry 
found he no longer had any appetite 
for singing. Perhaps it was time to jorn 
Jean. 


someone said 
thought | saw 


He turned but could not, without 
outright rudeness, escape the pudgy 
person whose outsize Phi Beta Kappa 
key suggested a mutual profession. He 
turned out to be an instructor in ancient 
history and his name, quite inappro- 
priately, was Felix. For one presumably 
sequestered in the past he was observant. 

“Attractive woman, your wife,” he 
commented. 

“We like her,” Harry said, wanting 
more than ever to find her. “I'd like 
you to meet her, but I guess she and 
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Marcia are still at the reminiscing stage.” 

“T shouldn’t count on it, if | were- 
you,” Felix remarked. “If I were you, 
I think I should reconnoitre after a bit,” 
he said without trying to hide the 
malicious anticipation on his round face. 

Harry was annoyed. There was no 
mistaking the innuendo, but it made no 
sense if you knew Jean. She might not 
be articulate, but she was loyal. He 
had never known her to flirt, although 
you might have expected it in a girl 
But, to be honest, 
there was no one in their faculty circle 
worth the bat of an eyelash. He 
fumbled for a cigarette, fumbled nerv- 
ously to make the limp paper match 
light. 

He felt suddenly homesick. Their 
apartment would be immaculate and 
pleasant with greens and_narcissus. 
Their dinner would have been excellent. 
Jean had brought a great dowry of 
cookbooks and condiments and a will to 
keep him fed and mended that amazed 
him. He had hardly expected such 
efficiency and_ self-discipline from a 
butterfly. Tonight they might be listen- 
ing to the new Stravinsky record Jean 
liked so much. Or he would be working 
on his book or correcting student papers 
while Jean plowed doggedly, inexpli- 
cably, through Mann and Kafka and 
Dostoevski. 

Occasionally she would come to stand 
over his desk, waiting for him to look 
up. At such a time he always took 
of his glasses although it made her blur. 
“What does he mean here, Harry? Have 
I missed the point?” One night, he 
remembered, he had pulled her down 
to kiss him though he knew her mind 


so sought-after. 


was still on Hans Castorp. “‘ Whose field 
is Comparative Lit., anyway? Give up, 
It makes you frown.” And 
she had drawn away, startled and 
disappointed. But usually it went well. 
At home in their small college town 
people were accustomed to the fact of 
their being man and wife. The mad 
mismating of the Professor and the 


Princess. 


Beauty no longer was cause for com- 
ment. There he was as easy as it was 
possible for him to be, and he had let 
himself think that Jean, in her laconic 
self-possessed way, was content. Here 
he felt naked and alien. What had 
happened to Jean? 


Marcia’s voice startled him. 
“Harry, I’ve been wanting to talk with 
you.” She smiled and laid her hand 
on his arm, and he realized how blessedly 
free from coyness Jean was. ‘‘Come 
sit down on the couch, Harry,” the light 
brittle voice went on and he was aware 
that he had been hearing it wind in and 
out of conversations in the room for 
some minutes now. 

“Il was about to get Jean a beer,” he 
said. 

“*1—I expect she’s being looked after.” 
Marcia’s hand was insisting that he sit 
beside her. “‘She looks awfully well, 
doesn’t she? And you, too, Harry. It 
does seem forward to be calling you that, 
after all those months of practically 
sirring you. Especially now that you’ve 
won that terrific prize. I go around 
telling everybody how you taught me all 
1 know.” 

Harry shifted and recrossed his legs. 

“IT suspect you don’t remember teach- 
ing anybody anything last spring, do 





SASKAT 


CHEWAN 





Long flat fields of infinite 


Over a dormant land. 


garrulous 


And wails ... and wails. 





unyielding phantasy, 


Frost crueled and diamond studded, as some Hand 


Had rolled a glittering mask of white snowflowers 


Through which the train like some great animal —- 


Against the icy dissonance of rails — 


Vents its frustration on the listening emptiness 


And from a quiet farmhouse, ringed about 
With the wide weariness of winter’s heavy yoke, 
A thin blue pulse of life beats softly up 


A tenuous vein of early-supper smoke. 


H. L. HEWLETT 
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Canadian made 
RUSPAN Originais 
ore sold at Wy, 
all leading furniture ‘ 
and department stores 
in Canada 


For FREE BOOKLET, write : 


SPANNER PRODUCTS LIMITED, 17 ELM ST., 


WITHOUT RUBBING! 


APPLY...LET DRY... 
WIPE LIGHTLY...THAT’S ALL! 


Johnson's Pride gives furniture the richest, 
longest-lasting wax lustre you've ever seen on wood 
protection, 
milk, water, even hot coffee can't mar that Pride 
Pride contains its own cleaning ingredient. 
And because it goes so far, lasts so long, Pride is 
Don't wait to try this easier way to 
finer furniture care. Get Pride today. 


the new Johnson’s Wax 
discovery for furniture / 


It's new! 
—without rubbing! Real wax 
surface. 


economical. 
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originals... 





spanner 


TORONTO 


WAX YOUR FURNITURE 
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you, Harry? We were sure you must 


have been so surprised when all those 
other terms papers appeared because 


you so obviously thought the only 
person in the class was Jean. She always 
has that effect on people. It’s 


disconcerting.” 

He had a new sympathy for Marcia; 
it must have been hard to be the dim 
copy. “Oh, come,” he protested. 

“Did know Ted Newcomb, 


Harry?” 


you 


All the vague uneasiness of the eve- 


ning began to pile up like a thunder- 


the bitterness of her thoughts plain on 
her face. This is like a weathervane, 
Harry thought. No matter how you hold 
it, it swings back with the wind when 
you let it go. “You're so calm,” Marcia 
said. “‘] wish I felt calm.” 

“Calm?” 

“Jean and Ted have been closeted 
in the for almost an hour, 
Harry.” 

He stared at her. “‘Aren’t reunions 
wonderful?” she said and tossed her 
head as if that would keep back the 


bedroom 





“Just by name,” he said. 


was a friend of Jean’s at onc 


head. 
* He 
time, wasn’t he?” 

She laughed without amusement. 
‘I suppose you could put it that 
It was quite a romance. We 
were awfully 
our dorm, | remember. Jean was so 
cute and dated all the time and just 
what everyone wanted to be, and 
Ted—” Marcia “Well, 
you know, one of those special men 

terribly attractive, captain of the | 
crew, a big wheel at college, future. | 
all settled in poppa’s brokerage firm. 

T here 


way. 


excited about it in 





paused, 


It was a glamorous affair.” 


voice, 
**So I shouldjgather,”” Harry said, 


| 

: | 
was something hard yet hurt in her | 
cautious with his phrasing. 
' 


“But of course you know al 
about it, Narry—why they broke 
up and so forth. Jean never would 
talk about it, even to me—isn’t that 
funny?—-and | rather thought she 
was just having too much fun to 
want to settle down. We all thought 
she’d go on being a gay girl for 
That’s why it 
surprised us so when she married 


years and years. 
you right after graduation.” 

He knew it wasn’t Jean’s timing 
so much as her choice of a candidate 
that had surprised her. “I wouldn't 
give her time to change her mind,” 
he said in an amiable voice. H« 
wondered why she was so tense. 
There was a probing, manoeuvred 
this 
enviousness Marcia’s compliments 
not quite cover. She 
watching him expectantly. “I | 
haven't enquired into Jeanie’s giddy 
“Anyway, | 


air to conversation and an 


could was 


past,” he continued. 
Ted’s loss is my gain.” 

She nodded politely, her mind not 
He felt uncertain. What 
Was ther 


more to this business than met the 


on him, 
was she suggesting? 


eye? More than a stale love affair, 


an accidental meeting? Acci- 
dental? He remembered how 


carefully Jean had dressed for the 
evening and her extreme pleasure 
that the new dress was becoming. 
Then he told himself he was being 
ridiculous. “Interesting that you 
should mention Newcomb, Marcia. 
Jean bumped into him this after- 
noon.” 

His 


stiffened and her eyes grew narrow 


words upset her. She 
as if a suspicion had been confirmed. 
He realized that of course she was 
in love with Ted Newcomb herself. 
*“Wouldn’t you think he would have 
told me?” she said brightly. “‘! 
forgot to mention it to Jeanie, but 
I’ve been seeing quite a lot of Ted 
since I left school. Only | hadn’t 
planned to see him tonight—it was 
rather a surprise when he turned 
up.” She was silent for a moment, 
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tears. “What do nice civilized people do 


at this point, Professor?” 


He had not known it was 
going to boil up in him like this. H« 
had always thought of himself as fool- 
ishly oversensitive and vulnerable, but 
that was a gentle chronic ailment that 
bore no relation to this violent primitive 
fever. He knew what he was going to 
do. Burst through the crowd, kick open 
the bedroom mash the man’s 
handsome face to a pulp. And Jean 


door, 


Canned Salmon CASSEROLE 


CANNED SALMON-Money 


by CLAIRE WALLACE 





With at least a thousand meals to 
plan, prepare and serve her family 
every year, you couldn't blame 
Mrs. Homemaker if she became 
fed-up with the whole subject of 


food. She doesn’t; a fact that is a 
tribute to her patience and in- 
telligence. 

Three happy factors come to her 
rescue. Kvery woman enjoys 


serving good food . . . there is 
always something interesting to 
learn about food . . . and there is 
always Canned Salmon to serve 
for delicious, easily-prepared meals 
and snacks. 

The first consideration in plan- 
ning a meal is that it be appetizing 


Advertisement 


Canada’s Famous Radio Personality 


and Canned Salmon, with its 
delicate flavor, attractive appear- 
ance and variety of ways it can 
be used, is the answer. Second, 
but equally important, is nutrition 
and again Canned Salmon fills the 
bill because it is a good source of 
body-building protein. Economy 
counts these days, and that is 
another way in which Canned 
Salmon shines, because there is 
absolutely no waste. Be sure to 
use the liquor in a can of Salmon. 
Every tempting morsel of Canned 
Salmon is wholesome food 
that may be extended with 
potatoes, rice, macaroni or other 





slap her till her head swung like a 
pendulum, shake her till her chattering 
teeth bit her tongue. You cold little 
wench. You withholding little cheat. 
He half started up from the couch. 

But suppose you rushed like a bull 
into the foyer, only to find the bedroom 
door wide open on a scene of perfect 
decorum? Suppose, like a fool, you let 
yourself act that antic stereotype, the 
jealous husband, against all knowledge 
and instinct about Jean? He dropped 
back beside Marcia. 








Canned Salmon SALAD 











foods to serve a number of people. 

Knowing about the foods we 
serve makes them more interesting. 
I wish every woman could visit 
Salmon Canning plants on the 
West Coast of Canada as I did 
recently. Glistening fresh Salmon, 
caught in the Fraser River, is 
brought to the plants where modern 
machines provide one fascinating 
sight after another. Cleaning, for 
example, is done at the rate of 
sixty fish a minute! As soon as the 
Salmon is packed, the cans are 
hermetically sealed. Cooking is 
done by steam so that the flavor, 
the attractive color and food value 
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If your lurid imaginings were true, was 
it necessarily the end of a marriage? 
All day long, all nine months, he had 
been finding fault with their marriage. 
Now that seemed querulous. Jean was 
undemonstrative, she let you live with 
a torment of doubts, but there was 
always one loved and one loving, they 
said. If Jean came out of the bedroom 
and told him that she didn’t love him, 
that she loved Ted Newcomb, only then 
would the marriage be over. 


“*T couldn’t speak for civilized people,” 


he said to Marcia, “but J am going to 
find the litthke woman and remind her 
that I’m too young to be left alone so 
long to my own nefarious devices.” He 
took Marcia’s hand and pulled her up. 
“Unless you object to being a nefarious 
device,” he added, and got a faint smile 
out of her. For the moment, he thought 
he had reassured her, if not himself. He 
would not have been surprised at any- 
thing Jean said. After all, he had 
stroked no crews and sold no bonds; he 
just loved her. 








Canned Salmon SANDWICH 


y Saving Menu Maker 


Chey found Jean in the toyer. “* Harry, 
I was just coming to find you,” she said. 
He knew at once that something had 
happened to her. Jean, whose expression 
was as a rule sober and absorbed, had 
a brightness he had never seen. Her 
face was warm and full of life. The 
word “released” crossed his mind but 
it seemed out of context. He was aware 
of Felix lounging in the living-room 
doorway, waiting for a well-bred scene 
or, better yet, an outright battle. But 
Harry had no scene in him; the moment 


of fury was past the philosophic resig- 
nation lost in the effort to gauge this 
new mood of Jean’s, to interpret her 
urgency. For she was hurrying, throw- 
ing her coat around her, cutting short 
her thank-you and farewell to a tight- 
lipped Marcia. Hurrying .. . to their 
hotel to sort out some new 
tion? Hurrying to be alone with him 
to blurt out some finally crystallized 

decision? 
He had not expected the situation to 
be clear immediately, but for once he 
was furious with her habit of taking 


emo- 








Canned Salmon A LA KING 
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are retained. You can have the 
utmost confidence in the care with 
which Salmon is canned. 

Out of literally thousands of de- 
licious Canned Salmon recipes, I 
have chosen the following two for 
you. The first will provide a 
nutritious, tasty, hurry-up meal. 
The other is a dish fit for a king, 
distinctive, rich in flavor, yet easy 
to make. Do try them! 

SALMON A LA KING—2 tbsp. 
butter, margarine, fat or salad oil; 
3 tbsp. all-purpose flour; 1 tbsp. 
minced onion; 2 cups milk or 1 cup 
evaporated milk plus | cup water; 


4 tsp. salt; few grains pepper; 
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4 tsp. paprika; 1% lb. tin of 


onion; 2 


2 tbsp. chopped pimento; 


salmon; 4 cup cooked mush- 
rooms; 1 tbsp. chopped green 


pep Pr. 
Melt butter in top of double 
boiler, add onion and simmer until 
tender. Blend in flour; stir in milk, 
salt, pepper and paprika. Cook 
over boiling water while stirring 
until smooth and thickened. Add 
flaked salmon, heat and serve on 
toast, in patty shells, in toast cups 
or boiled white rice. Serves four. 

SALMON CASSEROLE—1 cup 
macaroni; 4 cup margarine; 
Y4 cup flour; 2 cups milk; 2 14-lb. 
tins Salmon; 1 tbsp. chopped 


salt and pepper; 1)4 cups grated 
cheese; 14tsp. Worcestershire sauce. 

Cook macaroni in boiling salted 
water until tender; drain, arrange 
in greased 2-quart casserole. Add 
Salmon, flaked, mix lightly. Melt 
margarine; add onion and pimento; 
cook until onion is golden. Add 
flour, blend; gradually add milk; 
cook until smooth and _ thick, 
— constantly. Add Wor- 
cestershire sauce, salt and pepper. 
Add cheese; stir until melted. 
Pour sauce over macaroni. Bake 
in moderate oven (350) for 20 
mins. Serves six. 


Associated Salmon Canners of British Columbia 


refuge in commonplace conversa- 
tion. When they had left the 
apartment house she fell into step 
beside him but he could feel her 
urging their pace. Yet all she said 
was, “I’m afraid it wasn’t much fun 
for you, Harry. I didn’t mean to 
be away from you so long. Did 
you meet anyone nice?” 

“A ravishing young actress. She 
wants me to play Hamlet to her 
Ophelia next season—she thinks 
I’m so cute.” 

“That’s nice,” Jean said absently. 

Hamlet. The whole thing felt like 
a fifth-rate Hamlet: But you had no 
duels to fight, no ghosts to avenge. 
All you had to do was ask, “Jean, 
do you love me?” Whatever pam 
it brought you, at least you knew 
where you stood. You could at 
least find out what took her a solid 
hour in a bedroom alone with Ted 
Newcomb. 

“Harry, is there a place we could 
| get hamburgers? I’m starved.” 

“There’s a joint across the 
street,” he said curtly. 

The joint was full of people. It 
was so noisy and crowded it was 
private. Jean was biting into her 
bun hungrily but he gagged on his. 
He put it back on the plate. 


“Jean,” he said, “do you love 


me?” 

She laid her half-eaten hamburger 
carefully beside the pickle. It 
seemed a long time before she 
answered and then the words were 
oblique and so softly spoken he 
had to bend to hear them. “I’m 
glad you haven’t asked me that 
before, Harry.” Then she sat 
straighter and looked at him. 
“Something wonderful happened to 
me tonight. I don’t know how to 
tell you about it.” 

It is no idle phrase about the 
heart sinking. He had a strong 
physical sensation of heaviness, of 
weight inside him. It was an effort 
to balance on the backless stool. 
Jean kept fingering her empty milk 
glass. He pushed his untouched 
milk along the counter with an 
unsteady hand. “Here. Loosens 
the tongue.” 

“Don’t tease, Harry. You know 
how hard it is for me to say things.” 
She hesitated. “Tonight I talked to 
Ted Newcomb, the man | met this 
afternoon. | didn’t know then that 
he was going to be at Marcia’s 
I don’t think I’d have gone if | 
had known.” 

“Why not, Jeanie?” 

She made a half gesture toward 
him. “Oh Harry, if | ever hurt 
you, forgive me. ’'m just now 
beginning to understand about 
myself and about loving.” She 
dropped her eyes and went on in a 








Continued on page 43 
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BY MARY JUKES, Editor, Consumer Council 


CHATELAINE COUNCILORS TEST THEIR 


FAVORITE RECIPES 


Here’s another chance to jack up the daily menu with fifty home-tested 
favorites. 

Last year Chatelaine brought you fifty recipes, straight from the kitchens of 
our Consumer Councilors. Their reception was so enthusiastic, we went to our 
group of homemakers again this year and from hundreds of recipes sent us we 
made our choice of the best fifty. 


A Manitoba housewife and councilor, Mrs. C. Seaby, of Dauphin, gives you 


some idea of the appetite-rousing qualities of her Bacon and Mushroom Casserole: 


(See page 34) “I retested my recipe today and three of us cleaned up a dish 
meant for six.” 

Of her Graham Wafer Cake (page 30) Mrs. J. D. Gillespie, New Westminster, 
B.C., writes, “So good, I would like everyone to enjoy it. I tried nearly all 
the recipes you printed last year. We did so enjoy the change of diet.” 

And here’s real proof that a good recipe never loses its appeal—built 
around that delicious salt water fish, the tuna— Mrs. C. Thomson, Charlotte- 
town, P.E.I., tells us: “My boys were so fond of my Tuna Scallop (page 30) 
their wives now make it for them.” 

Another proof of the lasting quality of a good recipe and among the most 
gratifying is this report by Mrs. G. W. Auld, Chilliwack, B.C., on her Almond 
Crisp Cookies (page 40), “I never serve them that someone doesn’t ask for the 
recipe.” 

Included among these fifty recipes are several palate-livening condiments. 
Below you will see Chatelaine Councilor Mrs. L. Todd, Fort Erie, Ontario, 
labeling a jar of her delicious Winter Salad Pickle (page 42). This vegetable 
pickle has a saladlike quality and is guaranteed to bring cheers of approval 
from the family when added to any dish—even yesterday's left-overs. Mrs. 
Todd’s young son, John, gives his okay to mother’s favorite recipe. 

Over the page you will find a wonderful range of appetizing dishes, all tested 
and approved in the kitchens of Chatelaine Consumer Councilors. 
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Cover loa} and creator: Mrs. R. S. Howie, Rosemere, Quebec, 
whose recipe for Stuffed French Bread appears on page 42. 








































































Good Lucks flavour 
‘is sweeter, fresher ! 
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daily ! 


Thats because Good Luck is sweet-churned 


Good Luck is good for you and your youngsters. 
No other spread contains more Vitamin A 





No other spread can match the wholesome, 
spring-sweet flavour of Good Luck Margarine 
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. . . that special flavour only Good Luck’s 
exclusive sweet-churning can give. 

Whatever you try Good Luck on—toast, 
bread, hot vegetables, pancakes—you’ll notice 
its wonderful difference immediately. 


« GOOD LUCK ys 


THE SWEETER, 
FRESHER MARGARINE | 


and wholesome nourishment! 

Get wholesome, sweet-tasting Good Luck 
today. It comes in two popular packages... 
the foil-wrapped, twin-bar package with handy 
color wafers . . . and the new color-mix bag. 
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E Two inexpensive supper dishes and a melting tea cake for the initial plunge into 


+i FAVORITE RECIPES 


TUNA SCALLOP 


Mrs. C. Thompson, Charlottetown, P.E.I. 





“My boys were very fond of it. Now their wives 
make it for them. 


4 tablespoons butter 5 tablespoons flour 


2 cups milk 34 teaspoon sugar 
1 teaspoon salt l¢ teaspoon pepper 
Make cream sauce of these ingredients: 
Ly ee - 
2 beaten eggs { cup minced onion 
1 tablespoon lemon juice 1 tablespoon chopped pimento 
1 tablespoon chopped parsley (parsley and pimento can 
1 cup (can) tuna fish be omitted) 


Remove sauce from heat and stir in beaten cges. Flake tuna fish, mix 
with lemon juice, onion, parsley and pimento. Combine mixtures and 
turn into buttered baking dish. Cover with buttered crumbs and bake at 
350 deg. F.—30 to 45 minutes depending on size of dish. Brown well. 
Garnish with hard cooked egg slices and parsley. 





GRAHAM WAFER CAKE 
Mrs. J. D. Gillespie, New Westminster, B.C, 


“So good I would like everyone to try it.” 


2 tablespoons butter 11% teaspoons baking powder 
1 cup white sugar 25 graham wafers rolled fine 
1 beaten egg 1 cup milk 

2 tablespoons pastry flour 


Cream butter and sugar, add egg, then dry ingredients alternately with 
milk. Bake in 8” x 8” pan lined with waxed and greased paper, 350 deg. F. 
for 30 minutes. Ice with a tart icing such as lemon, and top with pecans 


BEEF UPSIDE-DOWN PIE 
Mrs. H. W. Gent, Thornbill, Ont. 


“A supper dish that’s different.” 


5 tablespoons shortening 14 cup sliced onions 
1 can condensed tomato soup 6 Ib. ground raw beef 
114 cups sifted pastry flour 3 teaspoons baking powder 
1 teaspoon salt 1 teaspoon celery salt 
14 teaspoon white pepper 
3 


4 cup milk or half milk and water 


Melt 2 of the tablespoons shortening in frying pan, add onion and cook 
until tender. Add tomato soup and meat. Bring to a boil, reduce heat and 
let simmer while preparing the topping. Sift dry ingredients together; 
cut in 3 tablespoons shortening until well distributed. Add milk and sti! 
until blended. Spread this dough over hot meat mixture. Bake at 475 
deg. F. for about 20 minutes. To serve turn upside down on large platter, 
and surround with a variety of vegetables. 
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CHILI CON CARNE 
Mrs. Barbara Nelson, Edgerton, Alta. 






“Fresh beef gives a better flavor than meat kept in storage.” 









1 cup white navy beans (small 
Mexican beans preferred) 


1 cup diced celery (cooked till 
tender) 

3 tbsp. cooking fat 1 can mushroom soup 

1 large onion, diced fine 3 or 4 tsps. chili powder 


2 Ibs. minced beef 1 can tomatoes 








Soak beans overnight and cook until tender in boiling salted water. Cook 
onion in hot fat until tender and golden brown. Add meat and cook 
uncovered, stirring until browned. Add remaining ingredients and mix 
well. Bake covered, in 375 deg. F. oven for 1 hour. Uncover and bake 
15 minutes longer or until meat is tender and tomatoes almost evaporated. 


POACHED CHEESE 


Mrs. E. Montgomery, Toronto, Ont. 


“A never-failing favorite.” 


Salt 


Pepper 


4 slices of buttered bread 
1 tsp. mustard 
3 eggs, beaten 3 cups milk (scant) 


11% cups grated cheese 


Put slices of buttered bread (crusts off) in bake dish. Mix together cheese, 
3 mustard, salt and pepper. Spread over the bread. Pour over this beaten 
eggs and milk. Preheat oven to 400 deg. F. and leave cheese dish in at 
that heat for 10 minutes, then oven poach 350 deg. F. for 34 hour. 

I have made four dishes at a time and got the dry ingredients ready in 
the afternoon and poured the custard on about 10 minutes before I put 
them in the oven. 





DEVILLED SPARERIBS 
Mrs. Alvin Connelly, Brownsburg, Que. 


“My family’s choice.” 


6 medium-sized potatoes 2 tablespoons cider vinegar 
2% Ibs. pork spareribs 2 teaspoons salt 
6 medium-sized onions 1 tablespoon prepared mustard 
Sauce 1 teaspoon brown sugar 
4 cup tomato catsup 1 cup water 


Peel potatoes and onions and place in large roaster 
(slice if desired). Cover with spareribs which have 
been cut into servings. Mix ingredients for sauce 
and pour over all. Cover and bake in a moderate 
oven (350 deg. F.) for about 134 hours or until 
vegetables are tender. Baste 3 or 4 times during 
baking and remove cover the last 30 minutes to 
allow meat to brown. If sauce is not as thick as 
desired, boil direct heat until of right 
consistency. 





over 





STUFFED VEGETABLE MARROW 
Mrs. M. J. Corrigan, Deloro, Ont. 


“I have also used 1 lb. of hamburg and \4 Ib. of sausage 
meat, and my family have thought it delicious.” 
1 medium-size marrow Pepper and salt to taste 


1% cup soft bread crumbs 2 cups leftover meat (minced) 
1 egg (beaten) 


1 tsp. parsley (chopped) 


Small onion (minced) 
1 tsp. summer savory or other 
herbs 


3 tbsps. dripping 


} Peel marrow, cut in half lengthwise, take out pulp and seeds. Boil in 
salted water 10 minutes. Drain well. Combine meat, crumbs, egg, onion, 
parsley and seasonings. Fill one half of the marrow with this mixture. 
Cover with remaining half and tie with string. Melt drippings in baking 
pan and in it place the marrew. Brush with drippings and dredge with 
flour. Baste occasionally during baking. Bake uncovered 1 hour in 
350 deg. F* oven. Serve with cream sauce. Serves 4. 
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CREAMo WHEAT j.. 


MADE IN CANADA 
from the best Canadian wheat 


TH’ HEX IS BROKE/!— HE'S \\/ XK YORE NOTHIN’ 5 
WARMIN! UP FAST—THANKS = | hain | MAMMY CASTS A 
T’ “CREAM OF WHEAT“/’ NOW, || 5’: |I\ IS CASTIN’ } SPELL AS 
AH IS GONNA PAYA LIL 4Dy ASPELL }DEE-LISHUS 





















ON NIGHT- 
MARE ALICE 


AS "CREAM 
OF WHEAT” . 























32 





ENJOY 
NATURE'S 
FINE 
FOODS 


A. - CREAM. GUTTER 
@ CHEESE. MILK 
VAPORATEO WILK 













Jmmm 1 lI % Cli¢; REA Pp UTTER 
Ho 7 OF apples YP, PUTTER qe recj UDDIN : 
T 8iSscuy Sauce. Cate le Ombing : Melt 1 ee 
-* @nd Byres, MUFF; Sale, 1 ceagn’ 2 cup 4, With 2 i 
Satisfying (TTER NS or Bune 8 and 4 P22 vant Bat, 1 
With — deligh, * Whar N . Pr 
ZR , . 










DAIRY FOODS SERVICE BUREAU 
409 Huron St. Toronto 





CHATELAINE—JANUARY 19523 








Y 


i 9525 








BARBECUED PORK CHOP CASSEROLE 
Mrs. H. A. Hanson, Fredericton, N.B. 


“Family and friends chose this.” 
a , 


Barbecue Sauce 
1¢ cup ketchup 3 tbsps. vinegar 
11% tbsps. fat 2 tbsps. water 
2 I | 


tsps. Worcestershire Sauce 14 tsp. salt 


Combine all ingredients in a saucepan. Stir until mixture boils and boil for 
3 minutes. 
) 


To serve four, dredge 4 pork chops in seasoned flour and brown in 


tablespoons fat in a frying pan. 


Into a greased baking dish put: 


2 cups canned or cooked lima 2 cups cream-style canned corn 
beans 1g tsp. pepper 
tsp. salt 


Place chops on vegetable and cover with the barbecue sauce. Bake ¢ 
350 deg. F. for 45 minutes. Do not let chops overlap. 


FESTIVE CASSEROLE 
Mrs. E. A. Sheehan, Clairmont, Alta, 


“It is healthful and colorful.” 
4 cup rice 1 cup diced celery 


1 cup cubed unpeeled apple 14 cup diced green pepper 
} | p] 72 | | 


14 cup browned minced onion 


Cook rice in boiling salted water about 20 minutes 
or until rice is tender. Drain in coarse strainer. Rins« 
with hot water. Place over hot water. Cover with a 
cloth. Let stand in warm place to dry off when each 
grain will be separate. Combine with celery, apple, 
green pepper and onion. Bake covered in greased 
casserole for 20 minutes in 400 deg. F. oven. Top 
with cranberry sauce and serve with pan-browned 
sausage. Serves 4. 


STUFFED CABBAGE ROLLS 
Virs. Marv Hladish, Windsor, Ont. 


“Sour cream poured over it varies the flavor.” 


1 head cabbage (about 2'% Ibs.) 1 Ib. ground meat (any kind) 
1 Ib. rice (2 cups) Salt and pepper to tast« 
3 tbsps fat (any kind) 1 can tomato soup 


1 onion lf tsp. monosodium glutamate 


Take leaves of cabbage apart carefully to avoid breaking them. Have 
boiling water ready in deep pot. Put leaves in for 1 minute so as to soften 
them, then with sharp knife pare off the hard stem on each leaf. Now 
these leaves may be cut in half or left whole—depends how large you 
want the rolls to be. Wash rice thoroughiy, and cook tn 3 cups of salted 
boiling water, for 5 mtnutes. Chop and fry lightly the onion in the fat, add 
ground meat and monosodium glutamate and brown, then add to rice, 
mixing thoroughly. Add salt and pepper to taste. With a spoon place the 
prepared mixture in the centre of each cabbage leaf, roll the leaf tightly 
and place in pan side by side and layers on top. Pack tightly so leaves 
do not unwrap. Pour over this the can of tomato soup diluted with can 
of water. Cover and bake for 2 hours in moderate oven (350 deg. 
F.). In pressure cooker it takes 15 to 20 minutes. 


CHEESE SOUFFLE 
Mrs. W. H. Smith, Ben Lomond P.O., N.B. 


“Makes a substantial meal.” 


1 cup grated Canadian cheese 1 tbsp. butter 


1 tsp. dry mustard 1 cup milk 
V% tsp. salt Dash of pepper, paprika or 
1 cup hot cooked cereal (cracked mace 

wheat is best) 1 tbsp. cornstarch 
Combine cheese, mustard, salt, pepper and cornstarch. Add butter and 
milk to cereal, add the dry ingredients and beaten egg yolks. Fold in 
stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour into oiled casserole. Set casserole in pan 
of cold water Bake in 350 deg. F. oven until firm. Test with a knife. 
Serve with green peas as vegetable. 
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. simple and easy to prepare! Your family will enjoy sweet, 
toothsome B.C. Apples often . . . in tasty apple desserts . . . 
refreshing salads . . . and simply eaten out of hand! Enjoy each variety 
of crisp, juicy, B.C. Apples as it appears. Exceptional care is 
taken to market B.C. Apples in rotation — each variety at the peak of its 
flavor and goodness! Individual grading, sizing, wrapping and 
box-packing are your assurance of the finest for fresh eating and 
cooking — when you buy B.C. Apples. At better fruit dealers everywhere... 
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YES, MAAM / : 
WHATEVER YOU MAKE 
BOVRIL 





MAKES (7 BETTER! 
ee 





|When you add Bovril 
to gravies, sauces, casseroles and 
soups, you get the same delight- 
ful flavour you enjoy in a cup of 
Beefy Bovril! Here’s a recipe 
that proves it—timed for the 


post-holiday season. 






Buy BOVRIL 


at your grocer’s today. 








@ Here's more than instant coffee 
—it’s Instant Chase & Sanborn! 
The only “instant” backed by over 
85 years’ coffee experience! What 
a flavor! What a Jift! Delightful, 
heart-warming coffee in a jiffy... 
just add hot water—coffee’s ready! 
Big savings, too—cuts coffee bills 
up to 40¢ Ib. Get a jar of Instant 
Chase & Sanborn today. 
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SALMON RING 
Mrs. G. Armstrong, Timmins, Ont. 


“Wonderful for lunch or supper.” 


1 (1% Ib.) tin salmon 14 teaspoon pepper 
14 tin cream of mushroom soup lg teaspoon sage 

1 tablespoon grated onion 2 cups biscuit mix 

1 tablespoon lemon juice 24 cup milk 


14 teaspoon salt 


Combine first 7 ingredients. Then prepare biscuit 
dough. Roll dough in oblong shape about 4 in. 
thick and spread on salmon mixture. Bring sides 
together on top of the salmon and seal. This forms a 
long roll. Place roll in a greased baking dish (angel 
cake tin). Join ends together to make a circle. Bake 
in hot oven 425 deg. F. 15 to 20 minutes. Heat 
remaining mushroom soup with '4 cup milk and 
serve as sauce over the ring. Serves 6. 


MEAT SAUCE FOR SPAGHETTI OR RICE 
Mrs. George Lincoln, Halifax, N.S. 


“Favorite with boys of H.M.C.S. ‘Swansea’.” 


28 oz. tin tomatoes 


— 


Small amount olive oil or 


melted butter drops tabasco sauce 


Vv 


2 large onions, thinly sliced or 14 tbsp. soy sauce 


to 


1 sweet pepper (green or red) cloves garlic 


chopped fine or | tbsp. garlic salt 


11 


6 lbs. hamburg 1 tbsp. paprika 

1 tsp. salt ly lb. nippy cheese 
14 tsp. pepper 2 cups rice or package spaghetti 
Heat dutch oven, minus tray, add oil or butter. Add onions and pepper 
to hot oil and cook slowly, stirring often for 5 minutes. Add meat and 
stir, cooking until meat is browned. Add chopped garlic powder, paprika, 
salt, pepper, can of tomatoes and tabasco sauce. Cut half cheese into 
chunks, add to meat mixture. Cover and simmer for 1 hour. Cook rice 
and spaghetti in usual way. Heap on large dinner plates, cover with 
meat sauce, add balance of cheese grated and sprinkled over top, serve 
with cabbage salad. Serves 12. 


BACON-MUSHROOM CASSEROLE 
Mrs. C. Sealy, Dauphin, Man. 


“When I retested this recipe, three of us cleaned up 
a dish meant for six.” 


4 strips bacon (cut in 1 in. '4 Ib. medium cheese, grated 
pieces) (1-114 cups) 
4 tablespoons flour 4 well-beaten egg yolks 


1 10 0z. can cream of mushroom 4 stiffly beaten egg whites 


soup 


Fry bacon after removing rind. Remove and drain 
on absorbent paper. Add flour to bacon drippings. 
Blend. Add soup and cheese. Stir: until smooth. 
Add bacon. Gradually add sauce to egg yolks. 
Carefully fold in egg whites beaten stiff but not dry. 
Pour into ungreased 114 quart casserole. Place in 
shallow pan with 1 inch hot water surrounding. Bake 
in moderate oven (350 deg. F.) for 55 minutes. 

Delicious served with tomatoes as vegetable. 


CORN PATTIES 
Mrs. Albert Glassford, Thamesville, Ont. 


“Tasty supper snack.” 


2 cups corn niblets 2 eggs 
3 tbsps. flour Salt and pepper (to taste) 

= 
Add slightly beaten eggs to corn, then mix , flour, salt and pepper. 
Drop by tablespoons (well-rounded) into a hot, well-greased frying pan. 
When golden brown, turn and fry on the other side. Serve immediately. 
Note—Do not try to turn too soon, or patty will fall apart. This is a 
good way to use any leftover corn on the cob. Cut the cooked corn from 
the cob and proceed as described, : 
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DESSERTS 


CHIFFON CHEESECAKE 
Mrs. R. J. Thomson, Woodbridge, Ont. 


“Cream used doesn’t need to be 35%. Save cream from top 
of Jersey milk for two days.” 

2 cups graham wafer crumbs’ 1% lbs. (3 cups) creamed 

1! cups sugar cottage cheese 

14 cup margarine or butter 


3 eggs (separated) 


Grated rind and juice 
of 1 lemon or orange 


14 cup sifted flour 1 cup cream, whipped 


Mix together crumbs, 14 cup sugar and margarine. Save 14 of this and 
press remainder on bottom and sides of buttered 9” spring-form pan. 
Beat egg yolks till thick; add 34 cup sugar, the sifted flour, pinch of salt 
and sieved cheese. Add lemon rind and juice. Beat egg whites and add 
14 cup sugar. Fold meringue and whipped cream into cheese mixture. Pou: 
into pan. Bake in slow oven (300 deg. F.) for 1144 hours. Cool. Remove 
sides of pan. Sprinkle top with remaining crumbs. Chill in refrigerator. 


PINEAPPLE DELIGHT 
Mrs. J. Dickson, Saskatoon, Sask. 


“I usually serve pieces about 3 in. x 4 in. square with 
a small dab of whipped cream and a cherry on top.” 
11% cups icing sugar 4 cup butter 

2 eggs unbeaten 24 graham wafers, crushed 


\% pint heavy cream, whipped Pineapple, crushed (tall tin) 


Cream together sugar and butter, add eggs one at 
a time and beat. Place a layer of crushed wafers 
in bottom of 9” x 12” pan. Spread sugar-butter 
mixture over this, then spread with whipped cream. 
Add a layer of crushed drained pineapple and then 
another layer of crushed wafers. Put in refrigerator 
for 12 hours or longer. Cut in serving squares, 





FAIRY DESSERT 
Mrs. T. W. Chaplin, Lakefield, Ont. 


“Simply scrumptious sauce.” 
tablespoon gelatine 4 tablespoons cold water 
2¢ cup granulated sugar 


1 teaspoon salt 


1 
1 cup boiling water 
2 egg whites 

1 


teaspoon vanilla 


Dissolve gelatine in cold water. Add boiling water and sugar. Let coo 
untal it begins to thicken, add egg whites beaten lightly, salt and vanilla 
Beat mixture with dover beater until very light. Pour into 8” x 8” pan 
to chill. When ready to use cut in squares, roll in crushed cookie crumbs 
or toasted coconut aad serve with Golden Sauce: 


2 egg yolks beaten very light 1g cup granulated sugar 


Sol a) 


1g cup melted butter or margarin¢ 1 teaspoon grated lemon rind 


2 tablespoons lemon juice 


Beat well and fold in 44 cup cream, whipped. Serves 8. 


LEMON ICE CREAM 
Mrs. Jas. G. Duncan, West Hill, Ont. 


“Quick and easy to make.” 
2 eggs 1 teaspoon grated lemon peel 
l4 cup sugar 1 cup milk . 
V% cup light corn syrup 1 cup light cream or top milk 


14 cup lemon juice 






Beat eggs until thick and lemon-colored. Gradually 
add sugar, continue beating until mixture is thick. 
Add remaining ingredients and blend. Pour into 
refrigerator tray. Freeze firm. Break in chunks, turn 
into chilled bowl. Beat until fluffy-smooth. Freeze 
firm. Yield 1 quart. 






% 
% 


Luscious Butterfly Buns 


FANCY FARE! 





Treats like these come easy now— with 
speedy new DRY Yeast 


If you bake at home— your yeast prob- 
lems are ended! Never again find your- 
self out of yeast because it spoils so 
quickly. Never again worry if your 
yeast is fresh enough. This new fast- 
acting Dry Yeast keeps full strength 
in the cupboard—right till the moment 
you need it. No refrigeration needed! 








BUTTERFLY BUNS 


It's the new Fleischmann’s Fast Ris- 
ing Dry Yeast! The modern form of 
Fleischmann's Yeast, relied on by three 
generations of Canadian women. No 
change in your recipes—just substitute 
one package of Fleischmann’s new Dry 
Yeast for each cake of old-style yeast. 
Order a month's supply of Fleischmann’s 
Fast Rising Dry Yeast. 








(Makes 20 Buns) 


Measure into a large bowl 
Ya cup lukewarm water 
1 teaspoon granulated sugar 
and stir until sugar is dissolved. 
Sprinkle with contents of 
1 envelope Fleischmann's 
Fast Rising Dry Yeast 
Let stand 10 minutes, THEN stir well. 
In the meantime, scald 
Yq cup milk 
Va cup granulated sugar 
1 teaspoons salt 
Va cup shortening 
Remove from heat and cool to lukewarm; 
add to yeast mixture. Stir in 
1 well-beaten egg 
Stir in 
2 cups once-sifted bread flour 
and beat until smooth; work in 
22 cups once-sifted bread flour 
Turn out on lightly-floured board and 
knead dough lightly until smooth and 
elastic. Place in greased bowl, brush top 
with melted butter or shortening. Cover 
and set dough in warm place, free from 
draught and let rise until doubled in bulk. 
While dough is rising, combine 
Ya cup brown sugar (lightly 
pressed down) 
1 teaspoons ground cinnamon 
Ye cup washed and dried seedless 
raisins 
V4 cup chopped candied peels 
Punch down dough and divide into 2 equal 
portions; form into smooth balls. Roll each 


piece into an oblong 24 inches long and 
7% inches wide; loosen dough. 

Spread each oblong with 

2 tablespoons solt butter or 
margarine 

and sprinkle with the raisin mixture. Be- 
ginning at the long edges, roll each side up 
to the centre, jelly-roll fashion. Flatten 
slightly and cut each strip crosswise into 
10 pieces. Using a lightly-floured handle 
of a knife, make a deep crease in the centre 
of each bun, parallel to the cut sides. Place, 
well apart, on greased cookie sheets. 
Grease tops. Cover and let rise until 
doubled in bulk. Bake in moderately hot 
oven, 375°, about 18 minutes. If desired, 
cool and spread with confectioners’ icing. 
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FRUIT SHERBET 
Mrs. J. W. 


Dougan, Trail, B.C. 


“For festive occasions garnish 
with fruit, nuts or coconut. Half 
teaspoon of almond flavoring is 
a nice addition when using fresh 


Juice of 1 orange 
14 teaspoon grated lemon rind 
1 mashed banana 
1 egg white 
Put sugar and boiling water in pan, boil 
2 minutes. Remove from stove and add 
lemon and orange juice, grated rind and 


or combinations of fruits may be used 
instead of banana, always using lemon 
and orange juices. Add 34 cup of such 
fruit. Also canned fruit may be used 
and you may use canned fruit juice 
instead of water. 


PARADISE PUDDING 





+b] 
peaches. mashed banana. Cool and freeze to 


mush in refrigerator. Remove mixture 
from freezing tray and add stiffly beaten 
egg white and freeze firm. Any fruit 
in season such as peaches, berries, etc., 


Mrs. Lillian E. Maitland, London, Ont. 


“This is my very favorite party 
dessert and all my _ friends 
love it.” 


34 cup sugar 
1 cup boiling water 


Juice of 1 lemon 





Thrity Main Dishes! racty Snacks 





Make en with Velveeta | 


You'll ease the budget, please the 
folks, with this favorite cheese food ! 








































Whether it’s a quickie snack you need or a 
hearty money-saving main dish, Velveeta is 
your sure helper! Served hot or cold this top 
quality cheese food gives the folks mighty 
important food values from milk and “just 
wonderful-eating” ! 

For this Velveeta Star Casserole: Make 3 
Velveeta sandwiches. Trim crust; cut in half 
diagonally. Using 2 tbsps. butter or Parkay 
Margarine, 2 tbsps. flour, 2 c. milk, seasoning, 
make a cream sauce. Stir in % lb. sliced Vel- 
veeta with the rich yet mild cheddar cheese 
flavor everybody likes. When melted, add 24%c, 
mixed cooked vegetables. Pour half of sauce in 
casserole; arrange sandwiches in it, points up; 
add remaining sauce. Bake at 350° about 30 
min. Thrifty—but a real treat! And hearty with 
Velveeta’s fine food values from milk. 


Laugh with 
“The Great 
Gildersleeve” 
Wednesday nights, 
your CBC Station, 










After-school parties at your house? Give'em 
Velveeta Toasties! Toast bread on one side 
and put a good thick slice of golden Vel- 
veeta (full of fine food values from milk) 
on the other. Toast under low heat until 
Velveeta is melted. “Swell snack, Mom!” 







00 FOR THE WHOLE kg 





Ay is 
\ VELVEETA IS AS DIGESTIBLE AS MILK ITSELF! \ 


ww RICH IN FOOD VALUES FROM MILK THAT THE 
WHOLE FAMILY NEEDS. / 


% PROTECTED! From fresh milk to sealed package 
this pasteurized process cheese food is protected 
Sd every step of the way by strict Kraft Quality Control. 


VELVEETA IS THE(QUALITY) CHEESE FOOD...MADE ONLY BY RRAFT 
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1 package lemon jelly powder 

1 pint boiling water 
12 maraschino cherries, cut fine 
l4 cup blanched chopped almonds 
12 marshmallows, cut fine 

6 macaroons, or vanilla wafers 

(crushed) 
14 cup sugar 
Pinch salt 


1 cup whipping cream 


Dissolve jelly powder in boiling wate: 
When slightly thickened beat, mix and 
add cherries, nuts, marshmallows, maca- 
roons, sugar and salt. Fold in whipped 
cream. Pack into oven-glass meatloaf 
pan. Chill until firm. Do not freeze. 
Serve sliced with a dab of whipped 
cream and a piece of cherry or red jelly. 


CHEESE CAKE 


Mrs. B. Boyd, Winnipeg, Man. 


“For a special treat add I cup 
crushed pineapple.” 


graham wafers 


lb. cream cheese (or cottage cheese 
put through a sieve) 

scant cup sugar 

cup light cream 


tablespoons melted butter 


mew 


eggs, sepa rated 


teaspoon vanilla 


Roll wafers, add butter, make bottom 
crust by patting in cake tin, reserve 
enough for sprinkling on the top. (Add 
two tablespoons sugar if desired.) Take 
cream cheese and cream well, add sugar, 
beat, add yolks, eggs, keep beating—add 
cream and vanilla. Beat whites of eggs 
until they stand in peaks. Fold into the 
first mixture. Bake in oven 350 deg. F. 
for 25 minutes. 


ORANGE MERINGUE PUDDING 
Mrs. M. B, Taylor, McBride, B.C. 


“A favorite with my children 
since they were tiny.” 


3 oranges 
2! 2 cups sweet milk 
34 cup white sugar 
3 eggs, separated 
114 teaspoons vanilla 
? 


3 tablespoons sugar 


5 tablespoons cornstarch 


¢ teaspoon salt 


cup cold sweet milk 


2 
3 tablespoons white sugar 


Peel oranges, slice into baking dish. 
Sprinkle sugar over oranges, let stand 
while preparing the custard. Scald 2'4 
cups milk (do not boil). Mix cornstarch 


sugar, salt, egg yolks and % cup milk 
together. Add to scalding milk, stirring 


well to avoid lumps. Cook over boil 
water until thickened and creamy, flay or 
with vanilla and pour over the sliced 
oranges. Spread on meringue made of 
the egg whites beaten stiff with the 3 
tablespoons white sugar. Brown light y 
in 325 deg. F. oven. 


3s 
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CARAMEL DUMPLINGS 
Mrs. R. A. Beranck, North Battleford, Sask. 
“Economical and easy to make.” 


1 cup brown sugar 2 tablespoons butter 
114 cups water 
Caramelize brown sugar and butter. Add water and boil a few minutes. 


BATTER: 
6 cup white sugar 1 cup sifted flour 
2 tablespoons butter 1 teaspoon baking powder 


Pinch salt 


Y% cup milk 


Cream sugar and butter together. Add milk. Sift 
flour, baking powder and salt. Drop by spoonful 
into caramel syrup and bake in moderate oven 
350 deg. F. 20 to 30 minutes. 





GOLDEN ENGLISH PUDDING 
Mrs. S.G. Day, Moncton, N.B. 


“Economical and nourishing.” 


1% cup shortening 1% cup brown sugar 
1 egg | cup grated raw carrots 
14 cup seedless raisins ¥% cup currants 
114 cups sifted flour 1 teaspoon baking powder 
14 teaspoon salt 14 teaspoon cinnamon 
14 teaspoon nutmeg 1% teaspoon soda 
1 tablespoon water 


Blend shortening and sugar, add egg, grated carrots and fruit. Add 
flour sifted with baking powder, salt and spices, and lastly add soda 
dissolved in water. Mix thoroughly and bake one hour in 325 deg. F. oven. 
Serve with whipped cream or foamy sauce. 


LEMON DELIGHT 
Mrs. R. Campbell, North Battleford, Sask. 


“Don’t hide it from the family. It’s lovely.” 


1 can sweetened condensed milk 1 box graham wafers 


Juice of 2 lemons Pinch of salt 


Line a pan—preferably oven-glass about 7 x 10 inches—with graham 
wafers placed close together. Then empty milk in a bowl. Stir, add 
juice of lemons and salt. Stir again. Cover wafers with this liquid about 
Vg inch thick. Add another layer of wafers and then another layer of 
liquid. Continue until all cream is used—with graham wafers last layer. 


Chill for 2 hours. Cut in squares, 


DESSERT COFFEE CAKE 
Mrs. Jobn Cleugh, Lachine, Que 
“Any ‘left-over’ will appear to be dry next day, but pop into 


warm oven for 5 minutes and it will be as delicious as when 
freshly baked.” 


14 cup shortening 14 cup white sugar 


2 
1 egg (unbeaten) 114 cups sifted flour 
V4 teaspoon salt 114 teaspoons baking powder 


V% cup milk 


Cream shortening, add sugar and again beat mixture. Add unbeaten 
egg. Sift together flour, salt and baking powder. Add alternately with 
milk. Spread half this batter on greased 8” square pan—leaving other half 
for top. Spread with date filling before adding second half. Bake in 350 
deg. F. oven for about 4% hour. Date filling not to be precooked. Serve 
warm. 
Date Filling 

¥% cup brown sugar 1 tablespoon flour 
1 tablespoon cinnamon 14 cup melted butter 


14 cup chopped walnuts 14 cup chopped dates 


Combine all ingredients and spread over batter. 
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The tempting savour of good gravy is the finest thing in the world 
to make meals more appetizing, more popular. And with Bisto in 
your kitchen you can make perfect gravy without fuss or trouble. 
Bisto browns, thickens and seasons in one simple process, making 
rich, smooth gravy in double-quick time. 


oh @ISTO 
makes wand GRAN 


A British Product made by Corebes Lid, Distributed threaghen! Canada by Hareld F. Ritchie & Co. Lid, Terente 517 
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The most useful 
cleanser there is 


CUTS GREASE 
SCOURS 
A ORY [Dy 


ALL AT ONE TIME 





The $.0.$. Company, Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A., $. 0.5. Mfg. Co. of Canada, itd., Toronto, Ont. 
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MOLASSES BREAD PUDDING 
Mrs. H. L. Wallace, Lennoxville, Que. 


. ° 9° 
“Qur favorite economy pudding. 


4 cups scalded milk 1 teaspoon cinnamon 
2 tablespoons butter 14 teaspoon nutmeg 
14 cup molasses 14 teaspoon salt 

2 cups bread crumbs 14 cup raisins 

2 eggs, beaten 4 cup peel (optional) 


Scald milk, add butter, molasses and pour over crumbs. Let stand 4% 
hour, add eggs, spices and salt and slightly floured fruit. Bake at 350 
deg. F. until custard is set. Serves 6-8 
FRUIT ROLL PUDDING 
Mrs. L. T. Lowther, Charlottetown, P.E.I. 


“Mother-in-law showed me how to make it, 28 years ago.” 


2 cups sifted flour 14 teaspoon salt 
2 teaspoons sugal } teaspoons baking powder 
2¢ cup milk (scant) 14 cup shortening 


Sift dry ingredients together, cut in shortening until mixture is mealy. 
Stir in milk. Turn out on floured board and roll one half inch thick. Spread 
with butter, then with thinly sliced apples or peaches. Sprinkle with 
brown sugar, and nutmeg. Roll up like jellyroll, cut in slices. 
1144 cups water 2¢ cup brown sugar 
Pinch salt 

In an 8” x 8” cake pan boil the water, sugar and salt to a thin syrup. 
Place cut slices of roll in pan close together, and cook in 400 deg. F. oven 
for 15 or 20 minutes. Serve upside down, with cream or as preferred. 


STRAWBERRY MERINGUE ROLL 
Mrs. James Croft, Owen Sound, Ont. 


“This is lovely enough for a wedding reception.” 


4 eggs separated, grade B 34 cup white sugar 
14 teaspoon vanilla 34 cup sifted bread flour 
1 teaspoon baking powder 14 teaspoon salt 


Beat egg whites and 1% cup sugar till stiff. Beat egg yolks and 14 cup 
sugar till thick. Add vanilla. Fold mixtures together and add flour sifted 
with baking powder and salt. Bake in jellyroll pan at 375 deg. F. for 12 
minutes. Turn onto sugared cloth. Top with wax paper. Roll with 
paper inside. Cool, rolled up. 


34 cup heavy cream 1 cup drained strawberries (fresh 
2 tablespoons white sugar or frozen) 
Pinch salt 


Whip cream with salt, add sugar. Fold in drained strawberries. Unroll 
cake, spread with mixture, roll up again. Chill, 


Frosting 
1 egg white Pinch salt 
14 cup white sugar 34 cup berries 


Beat egg white with salt, sugar and berries until stiffened. Frost roll. 
Serve roll on large serving platter, garnished with berries and whipped 
cream. Serves at least 10 in very partyish style. 

CHOCOLATE ICE CREAM 

Mrs. S.J. Chapple, Toronto, Ont. 


“This will make two trays.” 


2 squares unsweetened chocolate Pinch salt 
2 tins evaporated milk 1 teaspoon vanilla 


1 cup granulated sugar 1 teaspoon maple flavoring 


3 whole eggs 


Melt chocolate over hot water. Put milk into top 
part of double boiler and add sugar. Heat until 
sugar is dissolved, add chocolate to milk. Beat eggs 
together and add to milk. If chocolate is a bit 
granulated, beat mixture with egg beater. This will 
make it very smooth. Cook for 2 or 3 minutes until 
slightly thickened. Remove from heat, add salt and 
flavoring. Stand dish in cold water until mixture Is 
cool enough t 





» pour into refrigerator travs. 
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CAKE & BREADS 


CHOCOLATE MAYONNAISE 
CAKE 


Mrs. P. Olender, Gvpsumville, Man. 


“Don’t make the mistake of 
using salad dressing instead of 
mayonnaise.” 


cups sifted flour 


cups sugar 


teaspoon baking soda 
1 cup mayonnaise 

1 cup cold water 

4 tablespoons cocoa 

| 


teaspoon vanilla 


Sift together flour, sugar and baking 
soda. Mix mayonnaise, water and cocoa, 
and add to sifted ingredients. Beat until 
smooth and add vanilla while mixing. 
Bake at 350 deg. F. 


pan 35 minutes. 


in greased square 


MARSHMALLOW SQUARES 
Mrs. W. Wallace, Toronto, Ont. 


“I am looking forward to this 

second ‘50 favorites’ as I was 

very pleased with the recipes I 
tried from the last.” 


1 small bottle maraschino cherries 
3( 
4 


1 tin sweetened condensed milk 


marshmallows 


graham wafers rolled to fine crumbs 


Put aside 14 cup graham wafer crumbs 
for top and bottom. Drain juice off 
cherries and cut in Cut up 
marshmallows and mix with condensed 
milk, remaining graham wafer crumbs 
and cherries. Butter pan and sprinkle 
14 cup reserved crumbs on the bottom. 
Put in marshmallow mixture and pat 
down. Sprinkle l 


halves. 


remaining }4 
crumbs on top. Chill and cut in squares. 


cup 


HALLOWEEN ORANGE-DATE 
CAKE 


Mrs. Guy F. Kezar, North Hatley, Que 
“For afternoon teas.” 


1 cup sugar 


'4 cup shortening 


nN 


— 


cup warm W ater 


14 teaspoon salt 


N 


— 


teaspoon ground cinnamon 


14 teaspoon ground cloves 


. 


cups sifted flour 


teaspoon soda 


— = wo 


cup coarsely cut dates 
cup chopped walnuts 


nt 


Combine sugar, snortening, water, salt 
and spices. Bring to a boil for half a 
minute. Set aside until cool. Add sifted 
flour and soda to cooled mixture. Fold 
in dates and nuts last. Bake at 350 
deg. F. until firm in centre, using a tin 
9” x 12”. Cool on wire rack and top 
with following icing: Combine grated 
rind and juice of 1% orange, 2 table- 
spoons melted butter, and 1 tablespoon 
cream. Add sifted icing sugar slowly 
while blending until mixture is thick 
enough to spread on cake. Cut cake in 


pieces 2 x 14 inches. 
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ORANGE CAKE 


Mrs. J. G. Brown, Prince Albert, Sask. 


“This cake never fails and keeps 
well,” 


cup butter or margarine 


te 


cup brown sugar 


— 


egg, unbeaten 


34 cup sour milk 




















: baking habits 
“Ht takes just 5-minutes to mix—yet know 
everything that’s in it!” 


OU NEED scarcel a 
batch of that wone 





easier, more 
Whi 


reaeeets} += 


“This delight ul 
cake changed m 





ft'ning* is 


134 cups flour 
1 teaspoon st da 
Grated rind and juice of one orange 


1 teaspoon baking powder 


Cream butter and sugar thoroughly, add 
Add grated orange 
Then add milk 
alternately with flour, baking soda and 
baking powder sifted together. Bake 
in greased 8” x 8” pan at 350 deg. F. for 
45 minutes. 


egg and beat well. 
rind and orange juice. 






ay 


on. 


A, Toronto, Ontario. 


How would you /ove to win a mink coat? A grey Persian 
lamb? Or a Muskrat? Win at least one of these many gorgeous 
furs in Swift’ning’s $40,000 all-Canadian Contest! Enter right 
away, like this: send your name and address with one Swift’ ning 
carton-top, to: Swift Canadian Co., Limited, Box 446, Terminal 





TOPPING 


2 tablespoons cream 

3 tablespoons butter or margarine 
5 tablespoons brown sugar 
14 cup of coconut 


cup of walnuts 


Melt butter and add remaining ingredi- 
ents. Spread on top of cake as soon 
as baked and return to oven for another 


ten minutes. 


















































‘My husband hired her because 
she says she loves to serve 
trom Evaluated Housewares.” 








PS: Theyre plastic housewares that have been 
laboratory appraised by the Dow Frodact 
Fraluation Committee .. Look for this Label > 


FVALUATED 


MADE OF 


DOW CHEMICAL OF CANADA, LIMITED * TORONTO * MONTREAL * REGINA 
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How to 
Give 
Successful 
» Parties 
COOKIE 28 RECIPES || 
HATELAINE INSTITUTE iii 
” Ny 











THE PERFECT HOSTESS 


A good hostess knows how to entertain with no apparent effort. 
She’s learned how to prepare refreshments in advance so that 
when her guests arrive she can give them her full attention. Do 
you want to be a good hostess? Chatelaine has the answer in 
this valuable bulletin, "How to Give Successful Parties.” 

There's a treat in store for the home-from-school brigade if you 
send for the twenty-eight cookie recipes worked out by the culinary 
experts in our Chatelaine Institute. 


“HOW TO GIVE SUCCESSFUL PARTIES” 
Service Bulletin No. 102. Price 15 cents. 


“28 COOKIE RECIPES” 
Service Bulletin No. 2200. Price 10 cents. 


Order from 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETIN DEPARTMENT 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 
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ALMOND CRISP 
Mrs. Marv Auld, Chilliwack, B.C. 


“I never serve these cookies that someone doesn’t 
ask for the recipe.” 


1 cup brown sugar 1 cup coconut 


14 cup almonds (halved) 


14 cup butter, melted 4 
1 cup rolled oats 1 teaspoon vanilla 


Mix brown sugar and melted butter. Add rolled ; 
oats, coconut, almonds and vanilla. Stir. Put in 
a buttered pan. Brown in 350 deg. F. oven for 20 , 


minutes. Cut in small squares while warm, remove 
when cold. 





TOMATO SOUP CAKE 
Mrs. G. H. Gooch, Prince Albert, Sask. 


. . . . 3° 
“This is a grand cake and very inexpensive. 














11% cups flour 1; cup butter or shortening or ; 
1 small teaspoon soda margarine 2 
1 teaspoon baking powder 1 cup brown sugar i 

1, teaspoon salt 1 egg ‘ 
1 teaspoon cinnamon 1 can tomato soup te 
V4 teaspoon nutmeg 16 cup chopped nuts (optional) é, 
Y% cup raisins z 
Sift flour 3 times, add salt, soda, baking powder ; 
and spices and sift together. Cream shortening, a 
add sugar gradually, continuing to cream. Add egg ¢ 
and beat well. Fold in dry ingredients alternately 4 
with tomato soup. Add nuts and raisins last. Bake 
in greased cake pan at 350 deg. F. for 1 hour, 
Mrs. F. W. Tyers, Toronto, Ont. 
“Serve for afternoon tea or evening snack with 4 
coffee or hot cocoa.” 
3 cups sifted flour 1 cup milk 
1 teaspoon salt 1 egg i 

34 cup granulated sugar 2 tablespoons melted fat 4 
4 teaspoons baking powder 14 cup granulated sugar 
1 orange rind grated 1 cup cranberries 4 


1¢ cup chopped walnuts 


Put 1% cup cranberries through the food chopper and slice the other 
ly cup in thin rings crosswise; mix cranberries with 14 cup sugar and 
let stand while mixing the other ingredients. Combine 34 cup sugar with 
flour, baking powder and salt sifted together and add the chopped nuts 
and orange rind. Beat the eggs slightly and combine with the milk and 
melted butter. Mix the dry and wet ingredients together and then fold in 
the prepared cranberries. Bake in a greased Joaf tin approximately 8” x 
4” x 3” at 350 deg. F. for 45 minutes. 


CHEESE BREAD OR BUNS 
Mrs. H. T. Allen, Hanev, B.C. 
‘ 
‘These are nice for lunch or afternoon tea.” 
1¢ cup granulated sugar 2 table ; War 
1 pg ated sugar «4 tablespoons warm water 
1 cup hot water 1 egg, well beaten 
114 teaspoons salt 2 cups grated cheese 
1 envelope granular yeast 3 to 4 cups sifted bread flour 
1 tablespoon sugar 


Combine hot water, sugar and salt in mixing bowl and let cool to lukewarm. 
Dissolve sugar and yeast in warm water and sct aside for 
Add yeast mixture to lukewarm water and sugar mixture. 
cheese and flour, Turn out on floured board, knead for 2-3 min 
in a loaf and put in greased pan. Cover and let rise until dou 
Bake at 350 deg. F. for 45 minutes (buns 10 to 15 minutes), 


10 minutes. 
Stir in egg, 
utes. Shape 
ble its bulk. 
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PRUNE LOAF 
Mrs. L. Hebert, St. Boniface, Man. 


“This recipe makes a substantial loaf.” 





V4 cup shortening 34 cup prune pulp (prunes eooked 
egg without sugar) 
11% cups sifted flour 1 teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon soda 11% cups wholewheat flour 
14 cup prune juice 1 cup milk 
1 


$ cup white sugar 


Cream shortening with the sugar. Add unbeaten egg and beat well. Add 
pulp and mix well. Sift flour, salt, soda and wholewheat flour together. 
Add dry ingredients alternately to shortening mixture with milk and 
prune juice and mix well. Bake in 350 deg. F. oven for 114 hours. Let 
remain in pan to cool. 


PINEAPPLE DATE BREAD 
Mrs. Hugh Lightbody, Mt. Hamilton, Ont. 


“Very nice in lunches or any meal as a dessert.” 


2 cups sifted bread flour 3 teaspoons baking powder 
¥% teaspoon salt 34 cup sugar 
i4 cup shortening 34 cup canned crushed pineapple 
1 cup chopped dates (drained) 

2 eggs, beaten 16 teaspoon vanilla extract 


Sift together the flour, baking powder, salt and sugar 
S eI a 
into mixing bowl. Add the shortening, pineapple, 
dates and vanilla extract. Mix well, then beat for 
2 mi ss. Add the well-beaten eggs and beat 2 
2 minutes. Add the we yeaten eggs and Deat Z 
minutes more. Bake in greased paper-lined 414” 
x 8” loaf pan in moderate oven—350 deg. F.—for 

about 114 hours. Cool before slicing. 


JIFFY ROLLS 
Mrs. Chas. R. Reid, Huntingdon, Que. 


“Grand with baked beans or with applesauce.” 


2 envelopes dry granular yeast 4% cup lukewarm water 
2 teaspoons sugar 4 cup scalded milk 
14 cup melted fat 1g cup molasses 

11% teaspoons salt 1 slightly beaten egg 


3 cups wholewheat flour 


Dissolve yeast in lukewarm water in which sugar 
has been dissolved. Let stand 10 minutes. Combine 
scalded milk, fat, molasses and salt. Cool to 
lukewarm. Add slightly beaten egg to dissolved 
yeast and blend with the milk mixture. Add flour. 
Mix well. Roll out on well-floured board and fit 
into 9” x 12” greased pan. Cut dough with floured 
knife into strips 114” wide, then lengthwise down 
centre of pan. Brush cut surfaces with melted fat. 
Let rise in a warm place until double in bulk (11% to 
2 hours). Bake in a hot oven 425 deg. F. for 20 
minutes. 


PIES AND TARTS 


SOUR CREAM PIE 
Mrs. E. W. Atkins, Red Deer, Alta. 


“Nutritious as well as delicious.” 


1 cup brown sugar 2 egg yolks, slightly beaten 
1 cup thick sour cream V4 cup raisins 
lg teaspoon cloves * \4 teaspoon cinnamon 


Pinch salt 


Combine all ingredients and cook in top of double boiler until thickened. 
Pour into baked pie shell when cool. Top with meringue made of 2 egg 
whites stiffly beaten and 4 tablespoons sugar. Bake in 300 deg. F. oven for 
15 minutes. 
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-a cup 
of Fry’s 
fortifies | 














— and look, 


a free cookbook! 











Use Fry's Cocoa in delicious cakes, 
cookies, pies, frostings, desserts! F; 
your Fry-Cadbury Recipe Book, j 
send your name and address to: 
Fry-Cadbury Ltd., Dep. 4-5, 
Montreal, Quebec. 


-the cocoa with the 
richer chocolate flavor 
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| NOW! seno your parcets BY 


Liesiilpeunasboen wed 








Get FAST DELIVERY 
of your parcels 
throughout Cancda. 
Use this new Air Parcel 
Post service regularly. 


Send your parcels by air. 





You can do so now... by using the new 
Air Parcel Post. 

This new service has been inaugurated by 
the Post Office to provide Canadians with 


AIR PARCEL POST RATES 


Your local Post Office 





SS ~ will supply complete 
“< ——-~ rate information. 
Limit of weight per 
parcel is 5 lbs. Length of parcel to none in speed and efficiency ... at 
must not exceed 24 inches, Its 


an additional form of postal service second 


lowest possible rates. 


CANADA POST OFFICE 


G. Edouard Rinfret, K.C., M.P., Postmoster General 
W. J. Turnbull, Deputy Postmaster General 


length and girth must not exceed 
50 inches. 

Wrap your parcels strongly. Address 
them accurately and weigh them 





carefully. Put on sufficient postage. 














CHATELAINE 


Service Bulletin 


Wedding Etiquette 
eee 


Whether it’s a big church 
wedding or an intimate 
family affair, you'll find 
all the important details 
covered in this valuable 
booklet. Bulletin No. 404, 
price 15 cents. 


Order from 





Chatelaine Service Bulletin Dept., 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 














SEND FOR YOUR FREE COPY TODAY! 


STAR PERFORMERS FOR YOUR 1952 GARDEN 


wea. jumbo size Ground Cherry — HI-SUGAR, New Hybrid Tomato, sweetest ever ioped 
— CARLETON, outstanding new early tomato from Central Experimental Farm, Ottawa. TRipcc OP 
HS mag tomato — MIDGET VEGETA BLES, a new group for small ry HYBRID 8 gen rmger 9 
New VINELAND ASPARAGUS — SUGAR PRINCE, mew extra early Hybrid Corn — PACER, earliest of all 
wax beans —— STRAWBERRIES from seed — SEEDLESS WATERMELON — DWARF FRUITS — MULTIPLE 
APPLES — MULTIFLORA ROSE, the living fence -— TREE ROSES — XMAS ROSE — Exotic Chinese TREE 
PEONY — AMARYLLIS — AMAZON LILY — CASCADE 

MUMS — AFRICAN VIOLET and dozens of other lovely 
houseplants and flowering bulbs —NEW GARDEN 
FLOWERS — Many NEW GLADS — Scores of other spe- 
cialties and introductions with hundreds and hundreds of 
old favorites too in seeds, bulbs, plants, fruits, etc. 
Everything to make your garden pleasureful and profitable 
through the FRIENDLY service of a skilled and experienced 
organization whose efforts 12 months of the year are 
oted to the interests of Canadian Sane. Send for 
New Free Seed and Nursery Book today. See details of 
LOVELY FREE ROSE premium on each $5.00 purchase, 
148 pages of valuable help and information. 
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GEORGETOWN, ONT 
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HONEY TARTS 
Mrs. George Ash, Frederickbouse, Ont. 


“Good to the last crumb.” 
2 cups brown sugar 1 cup water 
2 eggs, beaten 1 tablespoon honey 
14 teaspoon nutmeg 


Boil sugar and water to a light syrup. Add eggs and honey and nutmeg 
and beat thoroughly. Fill unbaked tart shells. Bake at 450 deg. F. for 
10 minutes, reduce heat to 350 deg. F. for 15 minutes. 


CRUMBLY-CRUST APPLE PIE 
Mrs. P. A. Morton, Toronto, Ont. 


al . . . . 99 
“This pie for small family serves four. 
14 cup brown sugar, firmly packed 14 cup butter 
1g cup bread flour 1, teaspoon cinnamon 


4 cups pared, cored, sliced apples 


In a bowl combine brown sugar, butter, flour and 
cinnamon. Blend with a fork until butter is broken 
into small pieces the size of peas. Set aside. Now 
slice apples; measure; then arrange them in 9” pie 
plate. Sprinkle sugar mixture evenly over top of 
apples, being careful not to spread on rim of pie 
plate. Bake in moderately hot oven—375 deg. F. 

for 30 to 35 minutes. Serve with whipped cream 
or top cream as desired. 





MISCELLANEOUS 


STUFFED FRENCH BREAD 
Mrs. R. A. Howie, St. Lambert, Que. 


“It is unusual—very colorful—and very good.” 


1 envelope unflavored gelatine 14 teaspoon pepper 


lg cup cold water 14 teaspoon dry mustard 

1 pound can salmon 3 tablespoons chopped pimento 
4 ounces cream cheese 14 cup chopped sweet pickle 

3 tablespoons ketchup 114 cups soft bread crumbs 

3 tablespoons mayonnaise 1 loaf French bread 


Soak the gelatine in 1g cup cold water in top of double boiler. Then 
dissolve over boiling water. Drain and remove dark skins from salmon. 
Combine all ingredients and mash well. Add dissolved gelatine. If desired, 
a few drops of red and orange vegetable coloring may be added. 

Cut off the end and carefully remove the soft centre of a loaf of French 
bread, so that only a 1% inch shell of crust remains. Fill the loaf with 
the salmon mixture, inserting a knife occasionally to be sure to remove 
air bubbles. Fasten the end of the loaf on with toothpicks 
paper and store in refrigerator for at least 8 hours. 
14 inch slices. 


.. Wrap in wax 
lo serve, slice in 


WINTER SALAD PICKLE 
Mrs, M. L. Todd, Fort Erie, Ont. 


“My next-door neighbor, who gave me the recipe, also makes 
it in winter using canned yellow beans and pimento for 
red pepper coloring.” 


2 quarts of carrots (cut in slivers) 2 quarts yellow string beans 


(cut in 1’ pieces) 
Cook separately in salt water until tender. Drain 
: | 
12 medium onions (sliced) 3 cups granulated sugar 
3 hot red peppers (cut in small 2 tablespoons salt 
pieces) 


1 teaspoon turmeric 
‘ ; : 
3 green sweet peppers (cut In 1 teaspoon paprika 
small pieces) 4 cups brown vinegar 


Add all the vegetables, sugar, salt and spices to the vinegar. Boil about 
2 minutes. Pack in hot jars and seal. Makes about 6 pints. 
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2% cups cider vinegar 
1% cups water 
1% Ibs. brown sugar 
1 teaspoon curry powder 


1 teaspoon turmeric 


Mrs. 


through collander 
4 Ibs. apples, chopped 
3 large onions, chopped 
1 tablespoon allspice 


1 tablespoon cloves 


until thickened. 


1 


1 cup minced onions 


cookin g. 


1 six quart basket green toma- 


Sprinkle with 14 cup salt (not iodized) and let stand overnight. 
in morning and scald with weak vinegar (vinegar and water mixed) for 
15 minutes. Drain vinegar solution off. Now take 


5 Ibs. blue plums cooked and put 


FOUR DEVILS’ 
Mrs. H. T. Vance, Thamesville, Ont. 


1 cup minced unpeeled cucumber 


14 cup minced hot red peppers 


1 cup minced unpeeled apples 


ORILLIA GREEN TOMATO PICKLE 
Mrs. Howard Phelps, St. Catharines, Ont. 


“This pickle adds relish and spice to any meat dish. 
Husband and children pronounce it fine.” 


5 large onions, cut thinly 


toes, peeled and cut into thin 


Drain 


1 teaspoon cinnamon 
1 teaspoon cloves 
1 teaspoon allspice 


1 teaspoon mustard (dry) 


Combine the above ingredients and bring to boiling point. Add tomatoes 
and onions and simmer slowly uncovered for 30 minutes. Add V6 cup 
flour mixed with cold water and cook, stirring constantly until thickened 
2 or 3 minutes). Make sure tomatoes are cooked enough, 


PLUM CHUTNEY 
A. Carmichael, Victoria, B.C. 


“Keep two or three months before using.” 


1 tablespoon ginger 
Salt to taste 


4 lbs. brown sugar 
ly teaspoon red pepper 
3 cups vinegar, preferably brown 


Combine plum puree and remaining ingredients. Cook. stirring constantly 
Pour into sterilized jars and seal. 


SAUCE 


“This recipe does not have to be cooked. It will 
keep indefinitely. It is grand.” 


34 tablespoon salt 
1 cup sugar 


1 cup vinegar 


Put cucumbers, peppers, onions and apples through food chopper and 
measure the quantity for cach after mincing. 
apples and add salt, sugar and vinegar. Mix well and put in jars without 


Combine vegetables and 





WHAT DOES SHE SEE? 


Continued from page 27 


quick quiet voice. Harry braced himself. 
“You see, once I was terribly in love 
with Ted. I—I thought he was with 
me. He took me to all his parties and 
football games and then I went down 
to see him graduate—that my 
sophomore year—and I was sure he was 
going to ask me to marry him. We 
even had a bottle of wine and drove 
down to the shore in the moonlight 
only it turned out that I was pretty 
and fun and a good dancer but I was 
a cold fish. I never did anything or 


was 











said anything to show him that I cared. 
| wasn’t old enough or warm enough to 
get married, he said.” 

“Oh dear God, how young!” 
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“Now I| know that, but then I wanted 
to be dead. But I couldn’t say that 
I was brought up that way. We didn’t 
make a lot of show of those things in 
my family. We never said much about 
love, we just did things together and 
liked being with each other and sort 
of took care of each other’s interests. 
But | couldn’t tell Ted. If he didn’t 
want me the only way I knew to be—” 
She bit her lips, remembering and then 
shrugged. “‘Anyway, that was the end 
of Ted. And I tried so to be 
different after that. I kissed everyone 
in sight and called them darling, but 
it wasn’t right. They knew I didn’t 
mean it. Somehow word got around that 
Jean was a good date and you'd never 
get stuck with her at a prom, but she 
wasn’t the sort you’d want for a wife. 
So I went to lots of proms, and met some 
very nice boys, but there wasn’t any 
give in me—I kept thinking it would 


hard 








Win a reputation with your 


SWANS DOWN 











There's a gre 
don't expect 4 
Down. 

For over 50 year 
have been making ca 
cake flour thats - 

this fine, render C 





Chocolate Nut Sundae 
Cake 


2 cups sifted Swans Ya 
Down Cake Flour 


214 teaspoons Calumet = 3, 
Baking Powder 


cup butter or other 
shortening 


cup milk 
1 teaspoon vanilla 


V4 teaspoon salt 


14 cups sugar 3. egg whites 


Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder and 
salt: sift 3 times. Cream shortening, re — 
sugar gradually, cream until light. mg : our 
alternately with milk, in small amounts, — 
after each addition. Add vanilla. Best egg — 
until foamy, add remaining 14 cup — u- 
ally and beat only until mixture wil! hold up in 


at li batter. Turn into 
soft peaks. Beat lightly into be — 
two deep 8-inch layer pans which «re — -s 


yxttoms with paper, then _greased. 

pee neni oven (375 deg. F.) 25 minutes. 

Spread chocolate frosting betw cen layers anc 

on top and sides of cake. Sprinkle 2 cup —. 

d nutmeats over top of cake. Dribble meltec 

Baker’s Dot Chocolate over nuts, making a lattice 
effect. 


Delightful Recipes — Baking Tips 

in “LEARN TO BAKE — YOU'LL LOVE IT” 
80 pages of recipes for cakes, cookies, frostings, 
pastries. Send 20¢ in coins, with your name 
and address, to General Foods, Limited, 
Cobourg, Ontario. 


TESTED RECIPES 
ON THE PACKAGE 





A Product of General Foods 
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Cake TALK 
by |nantso Bantex 


A lovely cake tells the 
happy success story of 
right ingredients accurately measured 
and properly combined and baked. 

Cakes with that “plus” that marks 
them as something very special, are 
worth the little extra care they require. 
Things like choosing Swans Down Cake 
Flour, for instance, the best cake flour 
you can use for all your cake making. 

But be sure to measure all your in- 
gredients accurately, using only stan- 
dard measuring cups and spoons. 

Flour should always be sifted first 
before measuring, spooned carefully 
into the measuring cup being careful 
not to pack it down, then levelled off 
with a broad knife or spatula. 

When measuring liquids be sure to 
have the measuring cup level. 

The quantity of brown sugar in our 
recipes always means a well-packed 
measure. 

Do not risk cake failures by careless 
measuring — this fundamental of cake 
making is very essential to successful 








S-271M 






























Water, water everywhere — and you 
struggling with an old fashioned plunger! 
What a waste of effort when Gillett’s will 
unblock that drain in a jiffy! Just pour in 
3 tablespoons of Gillett’s, full strength, 
and your work's done! Gillett’s cuts 
through grease, clears drains right out, 
allows water to run freely. Gillett's also 
makes light work of cleaning floors and 
toilets, destroys contents of outside 
closets, deodorizes garbage pails. Saves 
you ‘work in dozens of ways. Get some 
today! 
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Ask your druggist for 
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be Ted all over again. I got awfully 
scared and bottled up. I thought maybe 
I wasn’t going to be able to love 
anybody—this is very long and silly, 
Harry,” she broke off. 

“You’re doing fine. Go on, tell 
Poppa.” He had to be light, they were 
both so tense. He still had no idea 
how her story would end, only that it 
was agony for her to tell it. Was she 
trying to tell him she couldn’t love 
or was it anyone but Ted she 
meant? He put his hand over hers, and 
found it taut and cold. 

“There isn’t much more—just that 


anyone 


when I saw Ted tonight it all went 
away. The cork came out. Do you 
what he said?” The bright 
released look came back to her face and 
Harry stopped breathing. “He said | 
must have been very lucky. He said 
you must be a wonderful guy to have 
warmed me up and made me so wom- 
anly. And suddenly | understood and 
could put things together. 
loved me 


know 


I knew you 
it got deep into me. Because 
you know when | keep house the best 
| know how and try to economize and 
read the books you do and make that 
ghastly lemon sponge you like—you 
know what I’m trying to say. You 
know when I run to meet you at the 
door and then am afraid to put my arms 
around you—you knew not to ask me 
until tonight when at last | have words.” 


“Jean, darling, of course I love you. 


How could you not know? It sticks 
out all over me. It’s in my very bones. 
__” 

“Tl wanted to think you did, and yet 
once before I'd been sure, too.” She 
paused and wouldn’t look at him. “And 
then, I’m not exactly right for you. I’m 
not intellectual or profound at all. I’m 
not what people think a faculty wife 
should be. I’m—dumb, and can’t say 
what | mean.” 

“Oh Jeanie He was deeply dis- 
tressed by this humiifity and still not 
sure of her. “Do you love me?” he said. 

“Yes,” she said so softly he saw 


rather than heard the word. She raised 
her head. “I hurried away from Mar- 
cia’s to tell you and then look how long 
it took me to say it. I’ve wanted to 
say it for so long and it just wouldn’t 
come. It—it must have been a cold 
silent hell, as Ted said. And no one 
would spend nine long patient months 
in it except a man who really loved 
you.” 

“If this is hell, 
Jeanie.” 
and saw that her eyes were full of tears. 


heaven can wait, 


He gave her a shaky smile, 


Suddenly he was tired and let down. 
It was like all the great climaxes in a 
life: the feelings were so intense, the 
relief so sweeping, that you were ex- 
Like Jean, he could find only 
the most matter-of-fact words. And 
too, some greedy irrational part of him 
went on longing for a more dramatic 


hausted. 


resolution, for something more spon- 
taneous than lemon sponge. Perhaps, 
he thought, marriage was going to be all 
of a piece with the rest of his life; he 
was to stand a little to one side with his 
nose against the invisible pane, never 
quite inside. 

“Ted’s going to marry Marcia, | 
think. Isn’t that wonderful?” Jean 
was saying, trying not to let him sec 
that she had cried. “‘We spent a long 
time talking about marriage and | think 
he made up his mind to ask her.” 

“Fine,” he said and twisted wearily 
“I suppose we ought to 
There is Otis P. and his 
little testimonial creamed chicken and 
peas tomorrow.” 


on his seat. 
go, Princess. 


“It’s a great honor,” Jean said. ‘I 
wish you wouldn’t poke fun at it. I’m 
tremendously proud,” she added shyly. 

“Oh sure, ‘Owlish Harry 


Irving tomorrow will receive, with all 


balding 
due pomp and c og 

She was watching him and he fought 
an impulse to take off his glasses. 

“Oh, owlish!” She dismissed it. 
Suddenly she jumped down from the 
high stool and put her arms tight around 
his neck. 
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A name for a son should be judged by the way 
It will sound, given volume by little-boy lungs 
At school and at play, or repeated by Fame 


In one of her numerous polyglot tongues. 


But a name for a daughter should by-pass the stage 
That's earmarked for pigtails and playing at house; 
Should skip from the era oj freckles and frogs 


To the one where she shrieks at the sight of a mouse. 


1 little boy's name should be solid and strong, 
1 masculine title for time to enhance, 

But a little girl's name should be airy and light, 
With all of its syllables tuned to romance. 


R. H. GRENVILLE 
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LET OTHER BARDS 


Continued from page 15 


woisoned Peter, Lorene’s pet rabbit. He 
was the cunnin’est rabbit you ever seen, 
»ig and white and tame as a cat. Her 
pa had won him at a raffle in town. 
Nell tried to palm it off like it was an 
accident, but she didn’t fool me. I seen 
her. She took the can they used to put 
Paris green in—the one they sprayed 
the potato bugs with. Didn’t even rinse 
t out. Watered the grass in Peter’s 
pen with it. And her carryin’ on in 
the kitchen that night, tryin’ to force 
milk down that rabbit’s throat—and 
poor little Lorene squattin’ on the floor 
and bawlin’ her eyes out while Peter 
kicked his life away. You can just bet 
she didn’t fool the mister none. He 
knew she hated that rabbit. 

He set out on the porch a long spell 
that night, just suckin’ on his pine. 
Maybe he got to figurin’ he might wind 
Anyhow, next 
mornin’ he’d vamoosed, skipped out 


up same as the rabbit. 


without a word, 

Lorene pined somethin’ awful for he: 
pa. He wasn’t much for spunk but some 
menfolks just come soft and you can’t 
blame ’em none. He was always makin’ 
her things made her a three - story 
house with real stairs and little glass 
windows that opened and shut. Like 
| say, she missed him somethin’ terrible. 
Ever night about dark she’d sneak out 
the house and walk down that long lane. 
I’d watch her from the kitchen window 

slippin’ along like a little white ghost. 
She’d back lookin’ paler and 
skimpier than ever. Nell wouldn’t let 
her so much as mention her pa. 

After Nell seen he 


back, she cooked up a scheme with the 


come 


+ 


wasn’t comin’ 
Larson boys where they’d work the farm 
With that and rentin’ out 
the east forty, she managed to keep the 


on shares. 
place and feed us all. 


There’s them that thought 
Nell was-nice lookin’ and allowed she’d 
be gettin’ one of them desertin’ divorces 
and marry again—bein’ young yet. She 
had the kind of shape men notice—a 
big woman, always lookin’ like she was 
about to pop out of her clothes, yet 
her waist was tiny as any young girl’s. 
She used to brag she could wear the same 
belt she wore when she was married. 
And her colorin’ kind oj give you a start. 
| suppose it was her hair bein’ so shiny 
and black that made her skin look so 
milky. And when she laughed—which 
wasn’t often I can tell you!—her teeth 


showed white as them fancy dishes of 


hers. Oh, I suppose she was what you 
call a looker, but after her man lit out 
she eyed anything with pants on like 
he was a rattler. I could see she was 
dead set on drillin’ the same into Lorene. 

You should’ve seen them black eyes 
snap when Lorene’s grades wasn’t up 
to snuff. And the poor little tyke had 
a hard time keepin’ up—she couldn’t 
get dividin’ and multiplyin’ through her 
head. Nell made some big white cards 
and put numbers on ’em and she'd 
switch ’em around real fast and when 
Lorene would miss, Nell would give her 
a hard slap. A schoolteacher, that’s 
vhat Nell told her she was goin’ to be. 
\in’t any wonder Lorene took sick and 
t set her back a whole year. 

And the duds Nell put on that child! 
Folks had a right to think she was 
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queer. Black stockings, she always 
made her wear—even with light dresses. 
“You don’t want the boys whisperin’ 
nasty things about your legs,” she’d say. 
When the rest of the girls was wearin’ 
their hair short and curly, she made 
Lorene keep hers slicked back in braids. 
But I always did say Lorene looked like 
an angel—even if she was kind of 
washed out, bein’ ail of a color like her 
pa. Maybe it was the pinin’ give her 
that look, big-eyed and far-awayish, 
iike she was always keepin’ a secret. 

And she never sassed her ma—not 
once. She was meek as a lamb. And 
there was plenty times a saint would’ve 
sassed that Nell. 
Nell got so mean was she needed a man 
and took it out on Lorene. 

Lorene didn’t get to fool around after 
school none the way most young folks 


I allowed the reason 


around her head. She made herself some 
right nice clothes, too—mostly white. 
Never seen anyone wear white as much 
as that girl did. And she kept on walkin’ 
tall. 

Well, one day Nell took a gander out 
the window and spied Lorene dallyin’ 
around that pond with Lynn. She lit 
out the house like a hen after corn and 
went for her. 

That night when me and Lorene was 
doin’ dishes in the kitchen, I whispers 
to her so’s Nell wouldn’t hear. I says, 
“Why don’t you meet Lynn after dark 
sometime?” Not that I wanted she 
should team up with that clodhopper 
of a Larson boy. I just wanted sh« 
should have a beau. She turned red 
and looked at me like I 
wrapped around a tree and stickin’ an 
apple under her nose. 


was Satan 


but she didn’t. She was foxy, that 
woman. She says to Lorene real lady- 
like, “You don’t want to put yourself 
in Sally Hutchinson’s class, do you?” 

I didn’t believe a word of all that 
talk about Herby and Sally. And even 
if there’d been a smatterin’ of truth in 
it, | wouldn’t have blamed him none. 

““There’s nothin’ wrong with Herby 
Kemper,” I speaks up. “If I had a 
daughter I wouldn’t balk at ber goin’ 
places with him.” 

Nell turns them shiny black eyes on 
me and looks at me like I was a bug. 
“Maybe not your daughter, Jennie,” she 
says, real uppity. 

Oh, she was the one, that woman! 
There was a couple other boys took a 
fancy to Lorene after that, and her bein’ 
quiet and not havin’ that tricky look 
most girls had, she must’ve knowed she 


do. When she started to high school 
in town, ever mornin’ Nell would take 


““Mamma told me some things about 
Lynn,” she whispers back at me. “| 


couldn’t be choosey. But she listened 
to her ma ever time. Folks got to sayin’ 


her to school in that rattletrap car and wouldn’t wipe my feet on him!” she was a man-hater just like her 
go get her in the afternoon. You It was the same when that nice ma. I was told the menfolks in town 
could’ve set a clock by Lorene Kemper boy come to build shelves in made jokes about ’em all the time, 
didn’t pass that first year in high school, the pantry. I heard him ask Lorene if called ’em the black widows. 


and you can’t tell me it was anything 
but Nell makin’ a devil of them figures. 
Lorene could read quicker’n anyone. 
Nell got to shamin’ her about bein’ the 


biggest one in_ her 
class, but she wasn’t 
only _ taller. She 
shot up like a weed. 

She took to tryin’ 
to make herself look 
littler when she 
walked, and to me 
there’s nothin’ more 
aggravatin’ than a 
tall girl tryin’ to 
squinch herself down. 
‘**Pull yourself up,” 
I was always tellin’ 
her. I used to hump 
around in the kitchen, 
mockin’ the way 
she walked. “Til 
straighten up when 
you do,”’ I says to 
her and finally it 
broke her. I got her 
to walkin’ straight as 
a tree. But I couldn’t 
do nothin’ to unwind 
her inside—not with 
Nell around. She 
kept backin’ up inside 
till she couldn’t talk 
to strangers without 
gettin’ that funny 
guarded look in her 
eyes. But at that, 
there was somethin’ 
kind of fetchin’ about 
her. I suppose to folks 
that didn’t know her, 
she appeared kind of 
mysterious. 

Once one of the 
Larson boys took a 
shine to Lorene. |! 
seen it comin’. The 
boys never ventured 
near the house much, 
exceptin’ when they 
wanted a word with 
Nell about the farm- 
in’, but I spotted 
Lynn that’s the 
older one—walkin’ by 
the pond with Lorene 
a couple times. That 
was when she was 
16 and had took to 


wearin’ her braids 









he could take her to the Old Settlers’ 
picnic. She said she’d ask her ma and 
tell him next day. 

I expected Nell to fly all over her 


Well, Lorene took to readin’ a lot, 
mostly poems. Got so I never laid eyes 
on her without she had her nose stuck 
in a book. She sure didn’t take after 
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her ma. The only time I ever seen Neli 
open a book was to look for somethin’ 
she’d pressed. 

The fall Lorene started in the twelfth 
grade, Nell got it in her head the girl 
should have piano lessons, said she’d 
ought to know about music notes and 
such if she was goin’ to be a school- 
teacher. 

Well, the only person who knew 
anything about piano was Mrs. Gregory. 
She played real nice, used to play on 
Saturday nights in the movie house. So 
nothin’ would do but Lorene had to take 
from Mrs. Gregory an hour after school 
Tuesdays and Fridays. And Nell went 
after her in the old car, was there right 
on the dot. 


8 remember thinkin’ first 
time I seen Michael Monahan that it 
was too bad he couldn’t be fallin’ for 
Lorene instead of Nell, even if he was 
too old for her. Mr. Monahan was 
Mrs. Gregory’s brother. None of us 
had heard of him much till he come to 
stay with the Gregorys. Seems he’d 
had a farm out west and a wife who’d 
had a long sickness and finally died. He 
practically carried her around on a 
pillow toward the last, Mrs. Gregory 
said. I reckoned with myself it was 
only natural he should draw to someone 
bustin’ with health like Nell. 

Maybe you don’t think there was 
some knee-whackin’ went on when the 
menfolks heard about him and Nell. 
First inklin’ I had he was shinin’ up 
to her was when he come to the house 
one night. 

I went to the door and he was standin’ 
there big and bold as you please. “I 
come to call on Mrs. Blackstone,” he 
says. 

I can tell you Nell treated him 
somethin’ shameful. You’d have thought 
Lorene would’ve treated him civil, but 
she was worse than her ma. Never 
spoke two words to him all evenin’. But 
he was an Irishman and they don’t 
discourage easy about women. He was 
just as cheerful as if they’d cut capers 
around him. He was one of them men 
always looks like they’re laughin’ with 
a straight face. They’d all set around 
in the front room, Nell stiff as a poker 
and Lorene lookin’ real stuck up and 
hostile. He’d ask about crops and Nell 
would answer him short. He’d just 
unfold in his chair, stretch out his legs 
and put his hands back of his head while 
he talked, with them blue eyes of his 
twinklin’ at Nell all the time. A couple 
times he tried to say somethin’ to 
Lorene, but that girl showed her bad 
raisin’ by pickin’ up a book and pre- 
tendin’ to read in it. When he left, 
he took Nell’s hand—don’t know how 
he managed to get a hold of it—and he 
said it had been a pleasurable evenin’. 

You couldn’t cold-shoulder him. A 
couple nights later I went to the door 
and there he was again with that “I 
come to call on Mrs. Blackstone.” It 
got so one could expect him regular 
Wednesdays, Fridays and Sundays. | 
tell you, talk started buzzin’ in town. 

He got real nervy, too. He’d get up 
and prowl around the room easy as you 
please. It was when he started readin’ 
them poems that I begin to watch Nell. 
You could tell he didn’t have much 
schoolin’ but on Irishmen it don’t seem 
to show. 

My cheeks would be burnin’ some- 
times at the feelin’ he’d put into some 
of them love poems. When he come 


to one he liked extra special, he'd take 
out a pencil and draw lines under the 
words. Sometimes Lorene, lookin’ real 
disgusted, would get up and walk out of 
the room. I didn’t blame her none for 
that. It didn’t seem decent to be settin’ 
there when he’d read about bosoms and 
stuff like that. Course he didn’t see 
much of me anyways. I was always 
stirrin’ around the kitchen. I guess I 
made excuses to putter around late at 
night. There was one poem used to 
crop up regular—somethin’ about get- 
tin’ up from dreams of his woman and 
havin’ a spirit in his feet that led him 
to her chamber window. I used to 
always start at that one, bein’ uneasy 
about the word chamber. 

One day I come upon Lorene lookin’ 
at a place he’d marked in one of her 
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THE KISS 
By Eunice Mildred Lon Coske 


My three year old 
Kissed me tonight; 
Like ruby butterflies 
In flight. 


Lips softly came 
Lightly, to seek 

A resting place 
Against my cheek, 


Her kiss was honey 
Made of clover. 

O my heart ran full, 
And my heart ran over, 


With this benediction; 
This accolade, 

And the music which 
The spheres have made, 


There are no jewels 
There is no gold 
Can buy the kiss 
Of a three year old, 


The river is wide, 
And the river is swift, 
And only love 

Can bring this gift! 


* ve * 


books. She slams the book down and 
says with real heat, “I wish he’d quit 
taking liberties with my property!” | 
never seen her mad like that before. J 
remember tryin’ to figure out what was 
goin’ through her head. Ail her life, 
nearly, she’d heard Nell preachin’ about 
what vermin men was. 

Oh, Nell was thawin’ out all right! 
Lorene could see it plain as I could. 
She took to wearin’ her best duds the 
nights she expected him, pinnin’ down 
the necks of her dresses and usin’ all 
them tricks a woman has up her sleeve. 
I knew she was a goner the time she 
told me to bring out a plate of cookies 
and some coffee when Mr. Monahan 
come. 

When Lorene said she didn’t want to 
take piano no more, said she knew 
enough about scales and such, I was 
surprised that Nell didn’t get her back 
up. She let her quit. I figured it out 
Nell must’ve thought it looked a mite 
unwomanly for her to go after Lorene 
at Mrs. Gregory’s all the time when he 
lived there too. 

Things went from bad to worse. Nell 








got so she didn’t know none of us was 
alive. She’d laugh real loud about 
nothin’ till sometimes I was ashamed 
for her. And she wore so much perfum« 
she’d stink up the whole place. But 
I remember havin’ to admit to myself 
what a handsome woman Nell was. Her 
hair seemed to get blacker’n ever and 
she was always showin’ them big whit: 
teeth of hers and her eyes got that shiny 
look of people with fever. 

I tried to win Lorene over to likin’ 
Mr. Monahan. I’d noticed where N«| 
was bloomin’ out till she looked like a 
flower about to jump from the ground, 
roots and all, Lorene was gettin’ quiete 
and more washed out lookin’. 

One day I says to her, “Lorene you 
got to be decent to Mr. Monahan. Your 
ma’s goin’ to marry him sure as a cat 
has kittens. And I don’t mind sayin’ 
I think she’s real lucky to get someonc 
so romantic and entertainin’.” 

Well, she whirls on me white and 
shakin’. “That horrible man!” she says, 
her voice chokin’ up, “I hate him!” 
Then she busts out bawlin’ and keeps 
sayin’ she wished her pa was there. She 
hadn’t spoke of her pa for a good many 
years, but I knew she kept a picture 
of him under the paper in her dresser 
drawer. I tell you, it was hard to know 
how to handle that girl. I give it up, 
hopin’ things would work out somehow. 

They did all right! Mr. Monahan 
beat a track to Nell’s door all that 
winter, and he even brought a book of 
poems with him once, leavin’ it when 
he left. It got so I couldn’t clear my 
brain of that sing-songin’ even when he 
wasn’t there. I’d catch myself steppin’ 
around the kitchen real dainty, kind of 
rhymin’ the way I done things. And 
a couple times I come near to callin’ 
folks by them thees and thous. It’s 
a wonder we didn’t all go daffy. 


ft was real cold that winter. 
The upstairs was like an icebox and | 
used to heat bricks in the oven and slip 
’em under the covers before we went 
to bed. Once it snowed so hard 1 could 
reach out that high kitchen window and 
set my custards on the snow to cool. 
Along about January, Lorene took down 
with pneumonia. I thought sure we'd 
lose her and I don’t think it’s prideful 
of me to say we would’ve if it hadn't 
been for the good nursin’ I give her. 
We rigged her up a bed in the front’ 
room by the big stove. 

I tell you, my back had a poker in 
it that winter from all the liftin’ and 
scurryin’ | had to do. Mr. Monahan 
got to be just like one of the family. 
He’d bring in wood, thaw out the pump 
and shovel snow. Sometimes he come 
in the afternoons just to see what use 
he could be. He’d set in the kitchen 
once in a while, drinkin’ hot coffee and 
pumpin’ me full of blarney about what 
a good cook I was. Once when Nell 
was upstairs and Lorene was asleep in 
her bed by the stove, he says, “You 
sure know the way to a man’s heart is 
through his stomach, Jennie.” 

Gettin’ real bold and sly, I says, “Oh, 
you've still got a heart, have you? I 
figured maybe you’d lost it.” 

He looked at me, laughin’ in that 
straight-faced way of his and says, 


“You think I’d make a good husbard, 


Jennie? Think maybe I could make @ 
woman happy?” 

Considerin’ how bossy and_ selfish 
Nell was and how careful she was to 
keep it hid from him, I says, “Yes. I 
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do—if you’d make up your mind you 
was goin’ to have things your way and 
not be buffaloed none.” 

He says, real serious like, “That’s just 
what I aim to do, Jennie.” 

He looked so honest settin’ there, so 
of a mind and yet kind of gentle, that 
I felt right close to him. I says, “It’s 
bad Lorene don’t cotton to you 

things would be pleasanter if she did.”’ 

He was quiet for a spell, kept sippin’ 
his coffee and lookin’ out the window. 
Finally he says, “‘What was her pa like, 
Jennie?” 

I told him, tryin’ not to make Nell 
show up bad in the tellin’, 

Afterward he says, “I'll 
mighty good to Lorene. 
treat her like her pa did.” 

“Maybe if you was to quit markin’ 
up her books,” I says, “‘that seems to 
rile her some. And maybe if you paid 
more attention to her—she don’t 
much attention and she’s kind of skit- 
tish about menfolks—” 
with myself for runnin’ off so and | 
started to feel like | had an extra pain 
of arms flappin’ around. Nell come in 
then and put a stop to our gabbin’. 

I was vexed with him, afterward, 
when I seen the way he kept markin’ 
up her books after what I told him. 
And he never brought her nothin’. | 
thought it wouldn’t hurt him to bring 
her candy now and then—’specially 
with her sick. But he didn’t seem to 
have for nobody but Nell. | 
brought down my red shawl to put 
around Lorene when she begin to set 
up, thinkin’ it would make her more 
colorful, but it wasn’t no use tryin’ to 
give her spark next to a woman like Nell. 

One night when the moon was bigger’n 
brighter’n usual, and after I’d blew out 
the light in the kitchen, I went into 
the front room and says, “Mr. Mona- 


too 


always be 


always 


get 


I was surprised 


eyes 


han, why don’t you carry Lorene to the 
kitchen window so’s she can see how 
that big moon looks hangin’ over them 
icy poplar trees.” 

Nell looked at me surprised, but he 
jumped to his feet and scooped Lorene 
up covers and all and took her out to 
I figured maybe it would 
feelin’ 


the window. 
make her kindlier toward him 
how strong and protectin’ he was, and 
I was glad he took time about 
bringin’ her back. But when they come 
in, she looked madder’n a wet hen and 
laid with her back to him all evenin’. 
It didn’t seem to jar him none. He 
just set there, smilin’ meanin’ful at Nell 
and readin’ to her somethin’ about her 
walkin’ in beauty like the dark. 


his 


When Lorene got stronger from her 
sickness, she kept up her studyin’ at 
home and pretty soon she was back in 
Spring come late that year 
It seems we hadn’t no 


school. 

-and sudden. 
more than laid down our snow shovels 
till the whole place was bustin’ out with 
blossoms and My it smelled 
nice around there, and from the hill you 
could see the whole farm with the pond 
lookin’ like a hand mirror. 

When it was time for Lorene to 
graduate, Mr. Monahan and Ne!! took 
me with ’em to the exercises. The stage 
was decorated real fancy with green and 
white paper. Lorene spoke a piece about 


birds. 


a traveler who was turnin’ off onto a 
wide highway, and I don’t think any- 
body but me suspicioned how scared she 
was. She stood up there like she was 
glad she was tall and held her hands 
in front of her real nice, and I was so 
proud of her I felt quivery inside. 


CHATELAINE—JANUARY 1952 


I remember feelin’ almost proud of 


Nell, too. Maybe you think folks 
didn’t gander at Nell settin’ there 


besides Mr. Monahan. Nell wore the 
new cherry-colored dress she had made. 
It was cut real low and showed up her 
white skin and black hair. I was thinkin’ 
Mr. Monahan would pop the question 
that night sure! 

1 remember figurin’ he 
though I didn’t dare ask. 


must’ ve, 
The next 


week Nell started paperin’ the big 
upstairs bedroom, with me doin’ all the 
trottin’ and carryin’. She was real 


handy about such things, though—could 
work like a man. She asked me what 
I thought about white tie-back curtains 

if they "d look too frilly. I was miffed 
at her for bein’ so close-mouthed about 
everything, and I guess I must have 
a mean spiteful streak in me anyways, 
“cause | says offhand that no, | didn’t 
think so, that Mr. Blackstone always 
liked frilly things. - You can bet I was 
ordered to step around quick after that! 

A blind man could’ve seen there was 
comin’ off, but I wasn’t 
prepared for the way it took place. I 
should’ve knowed somethin’ like that 
would happen. 
queer and keyed up, | begin to think 
her mind was affected maybe. Once 
when Nell was downstairs mixin’ paste, 
upon Lorene standin’ in the 
middle of the that bein’ 
papered. She had her hands clapped 
to her head and was sort of swayin’ 
back and forth and she kept sayin’, 
“Dear God, help me!’ 

I done some tall thinkin’, I can tell 
you! 


a_ weddin’ 


Lorene begin to act so 


] come 


room was 


One afternoon when Nell 
workin’ upstairs, sweatin’ over 
tryin’ to match them pink roses in the 
wallpaper, Mr. Monahan stopped by 
unexpected. I was comin’ down the 
stairs carryin’ the paste bucket when 
I heard low talkin’ in the front room. 
Lorene sounded like a snake hissin’ and 
she was sayin’, “You get out of this 
house and stay out!” You couldn’t 
blame me none for stoppin’ dead in my 
tracks and tryin’ to keep the boards 
from squeakin’. 


was 


I could tell she was half cryin’ while 
she talked. I heard him say somethin’ 
to her | couldn’t make out, then she 
says, “No! [Il kill myself first—or I'll 
kill you! Yes, PH kill you!” 

Maybe think | wasn’t 
flabbergasted I'd heard 
them more’n two words to each 
other atatime. And the way he talked 
to her—real but | 
imagine his eyes half-laughin’ the way 
they always did. “Oh no, you won't, 
“You know 


you don’t 


when never 
say 


masterful could 


Lorene,” he says to her. 
damn well what you’re goin’ to do!” 
I’d never heard him use a swearword 
before. She begin to cry and it sounded 
like he clamped a hand over her mouth. 
I started to shake like a leaf and my 
heart was goin’ like an egg beater. | 
waited a but I couldn’t hear 
nothin’ more. Ever time she tried to 
cry out somethin’ it was muffled quick 
like he was tryin’ to shut her up so’s 
Nell wouldn’t hear. 

I went on downstairs, makin’ as much 
racket as | could and when he seen me 
he says in an offhandish way, “Oh, there 
you are, Jennie. I just stopped in for 
a minute to tell Mrs. Blackstone her 
fence is down on the east forty. She'd 
better get the boys to fix it.” 

I told him Nell was upstairs and I’d 
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RIZE-WINNING cooks all have 

their favorite recipes ... their 

little cooking-secrets that are 
tested, never told! 


But there’s one secret 
**best cooks” like to talk 
about — one trick they 
all favor when it comes 
to bringing out flavor! 
They use Ac’cent. 


They use salt, of course. And 
pepper, too. But they always use 
that wonder-working third 
shaker: Aec’cent. 

Ac’cent (pure monosodium 
glutamate) is the new miracle 
seasoning that brings oul and holds 
the good, natural flavors of meats, 
poultry, vegetables, soups, salads 
and leftovers. 

Ac’ceut, itself, adds no taste, 
aroma or color of its own to your 
cooking — just compliments, be- 
cause it coaxes out more good 
flavor than you’ve ever known 


before! 
You'll see, soon as you try it. 
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call her if he wanted a word with her, 
though I knew she’d be real mad if he 
seen her with her hair stringin’ down. 
He says to never mind he couldn’t stay 
and he lit out the door. Without meetin’ 
my eye, Lorene scooted out the back 
and down the lane. She didn’t come 
back till I was takin’ up supper. 

Early that night the wind blew up 
big black clouds and I knew we was 
in for a storm. I allowed he wouldn’t 
show up that night but he did. He 
was dressed up fit to kill—in a new suit 
with a red tie. He was sure pleasin’ 
to the eye, that man! Nell laughed 
about his tie and asked him where the 
fire was. He put his hand over his heart, 
made her a little bow and says, “Right 
here.” And she colored up like a 
schoolgirl. The way she had herself 
tricked out, you’d think she’d been doin’ 
nothin’ all day but layin’ in the ham- 
mock countin’ butterflies. Lorene was 
the one who looked wore out. She set in 
the rocker with her head leanin’ back 
and her eyes shut and she won’t look 
no stiller when she’s dead. I seen Nell 
glance at her in puzzlement now and 
then and once she says, “You sick, 
Lorene?” But Lorene just shook her 
head and set like that with her hands 
in her lap. Nell looked at Mr. Monahan 
then and jerked her shoulders as if to say 
she couldn’t make heads or tails of that 
queer offspring of hers. He studied 
Lorene a long time then and I’ve seen 
that look on faces of them that was 
watchin’ the chance wheels spin at the 
county fair. 

It begin to thunder so loud it set all 
the windows to dancin’ and | thought 
sure he’d go home and try to beat the 
storm but he didn’t. He got up, picked 
himself a book and settled down like 
he was goin’ to make a night of it, 
startin’ in to read them infernal poems 
again. And right in the middle of one, 
Lorene jumps to her feet and screams, 
“Papa!” I can tell you it give me a 
scare I’ll never forget. Nell’s eyes got 
big as saucers. She run over to Lorene 
and begin’ to shake her. The poor girl 
looked like she’d seen a ghost. 

“She is sick!” Nell says, “She’s 
awful sick!” And between us we got 
her upstairs with her cryin’ and laughin’ 
all the way. I left Nell up there with 
Lorene and made quick work of gettin’ 
back downstairs. 

He was standin’ in the middle of the 
room, frownin’ and lookin’ real worried. 

“See here, Mr. Monahan,” I says, “I 
want to know what’s goin’ on here! 
1 heard you talkin’ to Lorene this 
afternoon!” 

He turns on me and says real smooth 
like, “It’s none of your business, Jennie.” 

“*!’m makin’ it my business,” I says. 
“You can see she’s nearly out of her 
senses!” 

“Can I help it if her ma has made 
her think all men are goblins?” he says 
to me. 

Well that set me back on my heels for 
a minute. “I’m thinkin’ you want the 
farm more’n Nell,” I says. “I’m thinkin’ 
that’s what Lorene sees through!” 

He looked at me sharp, then his eyes 
got to laughin’. He didn’t say another 
word, just picked up his hat and left. 

I laid in my bed a long time without 
sleepin’ that night, listenin’ to the wind 
and the rain outside and thinkin’ what 
a fool I was to stay mixed up with a 
family that couldn’t live like average 
folks. And I begin to imagine things 
like Lorene after him and Nell was 


married—sneakin’ down to the kitchen 
to get a knife and creepin’ up to that 
big new-papered bedroom. 

I heard the clock strike two down- 
stairs, then I dozed off, and I dreamt 
the bedroom door opened and the ghost 
of Lorene’s pa walked in carryin’ the 
dead rabbit. He turned back the edge 
of the covers and tried to shove the 
rabbit in bed with me, and I kept tryin’ 
to push it away. The tears was runnin 
down his face and he kept sayin, 
“Jennie, Oh Jennie!” 


§ come awake with cold 
sweat pourin’ out all over me. There 
was somebody standin’ by my bed. It 
was Lorene and she was cryin’. Soon 
as I got over my scare I seen she was 
fully dressed and had her hat on like 
she was goin’ somewheres. 

I allowed she’d gone clean out of her 
head, so talkin’ real calm I slipped out 
of bed, careful not to touch her. 

“Oh, Jennie,” she whispers, cryin’ all 
the time. “I’m goin’ with him. He’s 
waiting for me at the end of the lane.” 

“T know,” I says, “but it’s rainin’ 
awful hard. He'll be there tomorrow. 
You can go tomorrow. He’s brought the 
rabbit for you, too.” 

I seen her suitcase then with her 
spring coat layin’ over it. 

“No tonight,” she says. “He 
said tonight or never. Oh, Jennie— 
Mamma’ll never forgive us. Ill never 
get to see Mamma again!” 

Well, it come to me then—like a bolt 
of lightning. But even when I seen it 
I couldn’t believe it. “You mean Mr. 
Monahan!” | says. “You runnin’ off 
with Mr. Monaban!” 

I made her set down on the bed and 
I got the whole story out of her, havin’ 
to piece it together here and there cause 
she didn’t make much sense. She kept 
rockin’ back and forth, sobbin’ quiet 
so’s Nell wouldn’t hear and always 
interruptin’ herself to say, “Poor, poor 
Mamma!” 

I could see the whole picture, her goin’ 
to take them piano lessons and him 
comin’ into the room all the time to 
listen. And Mrs. Gregory cuttin’ the 
lessons short so’s he could talk to her. 

“He told me I was beautiful, Jennie,” 
she says. “He told me—I was like a still 
pond and he could see his face in it!” 

I could imagine how it was when he 
kissed her, her not ever havin’ anyone 
so much as hold her hand and him 
knowin’ about women. 

“He wanted to come here and see me, 
Jennie,” she says, “but I wouldn’t let 
him. I knew Mamma’d be mad.” 

Well, he told her he was comin’ 
anyway, nothin’ would stop him, said 
he loved her and aimed to marry her. | 
guess when he seen Nell he figured he’d 
have to do some roundabout courtin’. 
He marked all them things in her books 
cause he knew she’d look at ’em. 

“It got so it was like he’d put his 
arms around me whenever | opened a 
book,” she says to me, shiverin’ and 
coverin’ her face with her hands like she 
was a sinful woman. 

I pulled her hands away from her face 
and made her look at me. “You love 
him?” I says to her and she kept bobbin’ 
her head. “You go on, then!” I says, 

And you can feel right lucky you got 
a smart man like Mr. Monahan!” 

She kept wailin’ on about God never 
forgivin’ her for what she was doin’ to 
her ma. 

“God don’t have nothin’ to forgive,” 





{ tells her. “And He took his 0.1 time 
payin’ heed to you all these years! 
Maybe He had to wait for Mr. Monahan 
‘cause He knew he was the oily one 
could outsmart your ma.” 

I fixed her coat over her head and 
handed her the suitcase. “‘ Now, vo on!” 
| says. Then I give her my blessin’ 
and shoved her out the door. 

I leaned out the window to watch 
her go, though it was rainin’ and blowin’ 
so hard it soaked clean through my 
nightdress. But I wasn’t worryin’ none 
about rheumatism that night I can tell 


you! I watched her as far as | could — 


see her in the dark, walkin’ tall like 
I’d learned her, her white dress {lappin’ 
round her legs and them poplar trees 
lashin’ out over her head. 


§ don’t know what was in 
the letter she left for her ma. Nell come 
upon it next mornin’ early, propped up 
on the table. She read it through fast, 
and then went over it again real slow, 
and watchin’ her I forgot all the mean 
things I’d wanted to happen to her. She 
stood real straight with her back to me 
and says, “Get all Lorene’s things, 
Jennie—her clothes, books, everything. 
Take them in the yard and burn ’em.” 

I did what I was told. Then she 
says—and she hadn’t stirred one inch, 
“You can pack your things now, Jennie.” 
I guess she’ll always think I was in on 
the plottin’ of it. 

Like I say, it was the picture in the 
paper tonight that brought it all up so 
plam. It was a boy who'd been deco- 
rated for bravery and his name was 
Monahan. I suppose there’s thousands 
of Monahans floatin’ around—and the 
picture was blurred and didn’t look too 
much like the mister exceptin’ around 
the eyes and mouth. But there was 
somethin’ about the eyes that kind of 
laughed out at you, and I like to think 
maybe he’s Lorene’s. 

I managed to save one of her books 
when I left Nell’s place—one with his 
markin’s in it. Many’s the time I’ve 
studied on them words and they kind 
of give me a comfort, ’specially some- 
times when I get to thinkin’ maybe 
they should’ve told her ma. Them was 
the words he was readin’ her just before 
she screamed out that night. I can see 
him yet, scooted down easy in his chair, 
his feet propped up real comfortable, 
and him holdin’ the book up high while 
he read, 

“Let other bards of angels sing, 
Bright suns without a spot; 

But thou art no such perfect thing; 
Rejoice that thou art not!” 


* * og 


SON-PROBLEM 
by Loretta Parker 


She lies awake and anxiously 


Can hear the clock strike half-past- 
three. 

“A fussing parent isn’t right— 

But oh, when he stays out all 
night!” 

She shuts her eyes and looks for 
sleep— ‘ 

“Perhaps if I start counting 
sheep...” 


Unrelaxed, upon her back, 


She counts but one... and it is 
black. 


w * * 
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BEHIND THE EARS 


ntinued from page [3 


firm, so fully packed that there’s 

‘thing left in the back but a few rag 

igs. Little do these souls realize that, 

tually, you are looked at more from 
1e side and the back than from the 
ont. If a woman must wear her hair 

this style, she should include only 
hose small sections of hair from the part 
the top of her ear.” 

Jimmy’s unconventional brand of hair- 

ressing pays off. His shop, jammed 
xetween a men’s barber shop and a 
maternity store, is the busiest place in 
the block. Eight operators and two 
barbers (“tony places call them hair 
stylists”), grins Jimmy, are kept busy. 
There are no plush decorations or 
indirect lighting. Customers hang their 
coats in the corner, wait for appoint- 
ments on straightback chairs set around 
the walls and kill time watching Jimmy 
and his assistants work magic on other 
women. It’s a free and easy, wide-open 
shop with no partitions, the back room 
filled with driers; upstairs is a 
duplicate layout. Not bad, after only 
a year in this location. 

“I’m just an ordinary guy,” Jimmy 
assured me. “I could grow a goatee, 
murmur ‘You should vear yourr ’air 
like zees,’ and double my prices. But 
I’m more interested in styling a cus- 
tomer’s hair so she can take care of it 
and six kids at the same time. We don’t 
want clients cluttering up the place 
because they’re helpless to handle their 
hair at home. If hair is cut properly, 
it’s a cinch for a woman vo look after 
alone.” 

When things are hectic, Jimmy can 
cut one head of hair every 10 minutes. 
“I’m shouting ‘next!’ while the gal is 
still trying to decide just how she wants 
it done!” exclaims Leone, who admits 
he keeps up that pace even when there’s 
no need for it. “Customers look worried 
and want to know where the fire is,” 
he says. “We run the place just like 
a men’s barber shop.” 

While Chatelaine was there, lovely 
Bette Darwin, a photographers’ model, 
came in to have her hair done. Jimmy 
kept up a general kibitz session that 
disrupted the routine of the whole shop. 
As Bette sat down, he greeted her with 
an affectionate, “ You should live so long 
with hair like that! The front looks 
good—but when did you last check the 
back view, huh? Stringsaver! That 
straggle in back has no relation to the 
front styling. Let’s get rid of it, so 
the back of your head looks as pretty 
as the front.” Jimmy chewed gum 
furiously while his scissors snipped. He 
screamed at the effect in the mirror, 
solemnly pinned a cut curl back in place. 
Once, as his scissors flashed viciously 

Bette’s face, he murmured sym- 
etically, “Aaah, did you want that 


brow?” 
Bette, like all Jimmy’s customers, 
G 


\nd while his scissors slashed away, 
ontinued his outspoken pronounce- 

nt about the state of women’s hairdos. 
[he matron who insists on ridged 

es, then goes home and doesn’t comb 

out that wave is still suffering from 

m:rcel-itis, a disease of the ’20’s. Before 
pe nanents, the marcel was all you 
co..ld get. Women treated that precious 
haido like alabaster. Try and tell such 
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a customer to comb and comb a hair 
style, and she thinks you’re nuts. 

“Kids are like the mid forties—they 
should have short hair. Who honestly 
wants to be bothered with kids’ hair? 
The mother who fusses with braids and 
fancy curls should find something better 
to fill her time. 

“To me, kids are cute. Even bald, 
they’re cute. So why not keep the hair 
short? It’s easier on parents, and easier 
for the kids. My own youngsters like 
to part and comb their hair. They can 
do it because it’s so simple they can 
handle it on their own. When I see 
a youngster with her hair fanning the 
breeze, | think of those Help Starving 
Britain posters. Heart-rending. 

“Every husband is agin short hair 

or so wives tell me. Hubby’s attitude 
seems to be, ‘I know what you look 
like now, dear, but how will you look 
after you get home from Leone’s?’ It 
takes him week—then he’s won 
over. I'd be won over, too, if I had 
to wake up every morning to see, on 


one 


the pillow next to mine, long straggly 
hair that the wife has been chewing on 
all night. 

“Short hair is IT, and it’s here to 
stay. That’s my professional belief. 
Each year some kook comes out with 
anew revolutionary hair style. But 
short hair will go on and on and on.” 

As is to be expected, Jimmy Leone 
has his own ideas about general hair 
care. “I don’t advocate brushing,” he 
“It takes the elasticity out of 
the hair. 


said. 
| believe in some massage 
for the scalp, and plenty of combing. 

“TI don’t like the razor cut, taught 
by so many beauty schools. What does 
a hairdresser do when he cuts with a 
razor? He cuts the hair into points 

real pretty when freshly set, but a 
mess when a woman has to deal with 
it after it’s washed. I cut hair blunt. 
No matter what, it will look good. With 
the razor cut, you must have a per- 
manent. We give permanents here, but 
we don’t believe in them that much. 

‘““Another thing,” he continued. 
“Women don’t shampoo their hair pro- 
perly. The hotter the water and the 
stronger the soap, the better the sham- 
poo—they think. Well, hair is like silk 
or nylon. Delicate fabrics shrink and 
shrivel under such treatment. 

“Why, women take better care of 
their undies than they do of their hair. 
They swish them gently in special suds, 
rinse well in tepid water, and finish with 
a cool rinse. But when it comes to their 
hatr, the attitude seems to be, “This 
isa chore. | want to get it over quick.’ ” 

“If women would only take care of 
their hair through massage, shampoo- 
ing, cutting and shaping—above all, 
never forgetting that back view—their 
hair could be their greatest asset.” 

Decrees Leone sternly: “A woman 
can wear a gown by this Christian Dior 
guy and still look like the devil if her 
hair is a mess.” 
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CREATE AND ENJOY GREATER HOME 


If you are a person who derives an inner glow of 
satisfaction from creating a home that everyone 
admires then this book will be a priceless posses- 
sion—you will have a constant source of answers 
to difficult home decoration problems—you'll find 
this big book will become more priceless as the 
years go by. 


CREATIVE HOMME DECORATING does NOT 
emphasize the mere expenditure of money as a 
means of achieving home beauty. This great 
book shows that it is NOT how much you spend 
but HOW WELL you plan, select and use things 
you purchase as well as the furniture and 
accessories you already have. CREATIVE HOME 
DECORATING will help you avoid “hit or miss” 
methods in basic planning, selection of color 
schemes, furniture accessories, lighting and hand- 
ling every detail of your decorating scheme. It 
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ROOMS IN GLORIOUS COLOR... MORE THAN 
i? oe GUIDES .. 32 WINDOW TREAT- 


. « « 14 FULL PAGE CON 
CHARTS >. . * 1 gg tit 


A ROOM PLOTTER TO MAKE 
PLANNING EASIER 


TO GUIDE YOU IN COLOR 
SELECTION. 


LIMITED NUMBER OF 
COPIES AVAILABLE... 
only $3.95 delivered to 
your home. Clip the 
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Does Dry Skin 
Make You Dread 
Your Mirror? 


Do you ever catch yourself 
frowning into your mirror as you 
put on your make-up? 

You needn't, because more 
often than not, it’s just dry skin 
that makes pretty make-up seem 
unflattering. And now Woodbury 
skin scientists have worked a mir- 
acle with a new substance called 
Penaten. This amazing ingredient 
carries all the rich, luxurious oils 
in Woodbury Dry Skin Cream 
deeper into the corneum layer of 
the skin. Thus lanolin (nature’s 
finest skin softener), and the 
three other special lubricating oils 
in Woodbury Dry Skin Cream, 
are allowed to penetrate so much 
deeper, so much more thoroughly 
than ever before! Bringing new 
softening, magic new loveliness 
to your skin. 

Try Woodbury Dry Skin Cream 
today. See how quickly roughness 
and little dry skin lines just seem 
to melt away. And you'll be 
amazed that such a reasonably 
priced beauty preparation 


(Woodbury Dry Skin Cream 
costs only 23¢, 45¢, 78¢ and $1.15) 
can be so effective. Your skin 
looks fresher, smoother, younger 
with the very first application! 


(MAuE IN CANADA? 


~ Its your secret 





Hair Styling by: “‘Charles 
of Vogue Salon Toronto” 


WHEN YOU WEAR A 


CONFORM NET 


IT’S Binve's 

ere’s subtle grooming for 
ADJUSTABLE your hair, woven from 
gossamer-like nylon 
near invisible yet strong and 
lasting. Perfect fit is insured 
by the patented ‘‘Magic 
Sizer”. Choose your Tidy- 
Locks Conform Net to- 
morrow from seven differ- 
ent shades. 





10¢ at 
leading stores everywhere 


*85% OF ALL BEAUTY SHOPS IN CANADA 
USE TIDY-LOCKS HAIR NETS 
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WE DROVE TO ALASKA 


Continued fyom page 9 


quick-cook potatoes for a potato salad. 
If we wrapped the pressure cooker in 
blankets a stew would keep piping hot 


| all day and we could have it in the 


evening with no fuss of preparation. 

We had no sickness at all, possibly 
because | had come forearmed with a 
chlorinating kit with which—much to 
the family’s distaste—I treated all sus- 
pect water. We had a first-aid kit as well, 
containing mosquito repellent, band- 
ages, iodine, a cathartic, calomine lotion 
and aspirin. 

Our routine for retiring at night must 
have resembled the back-stage scrambl- 
ings of quick-change artists. The boys 
and Dad would unchain the canoe and 
flip it to the ground. Then the iron-pipe 
legs were screwed into the four corners 
of the box lid and it was set into the 
box to make a canopy for the sleeping 
bags. The boys kicked off their shoes 
and, using the open car windows as 
ladders, scrambled up to the roof to 
undress in their upper bunk. 


Sleeping With the Spare 


Meanwhile, Claude and | moved the 
luggage and bedding from the mattress, 
spread sheets and blankets on the front 
seat for Rosemary and we all wiggled 
out of our clothes. [| would then have 
to assume my nightly role of water boy, 
lirst giving Rosemary a drink from the 
gallon jug and then passing drinks up 
to the boys on the roof by craning out 
the car window. 

Then I would hear a muttered,“ Aren’t 
you ever coming to bed?” Stubbing 
my toe on a suitcase, hitting my shin 
on another, and nursing my wounded 
lignity, | would crawl hurriedly over 
the front seat into the lower bunk. 

Among the vicissitudes of sleeping in 
the back seat were the danger of being 
wedged between the mattress and the 
side of the car when rolling over; the 
likelihood of discovering that we were 
sharing our pillow with an oxford one 
if the boys had tossed in the window; 
and bumping shins on the back window 
ledge. We slept with our heads toward 
the front seat, our feet in what had been 
the trunk of the car. A subject on which 
1 can really speak with authority, 
however, is How to Slecp with a Spare 
lire. 

There wasn’t room in the trunk for 


| the spare tire when father had finished 


converting the back seat into the master 
bedroom, so it was placed along the side 
of the mattress—my side. I gradually 
developed a method of slceping spoon 
fashion with this creature, curled up 
inside the mudguard, and [| even missed 
it when we got home again. 

It might have happened that the 


| confined space would have had us loath- 


ing one another after a few days, but 
we were lucky, I guess, and it was quite 
the reverse. We talked as we never 
had time to talk before and the boys 
discovered their father was a different 
man entirely from the tired preoccupied 


parent they had known in tic evenings 
at home. Before the trip the children 
had always brought their problems to 
me; afterward they took them to their 
father. 

We made the miles pass with twenty 
questions, the animal, vegetable and 
mineral guessing game, and this sharp- 
ened the children’s knowledge of the 
chemistry of the world. When we passed 
hydro line Claude would 
detour brought on 


a broken 
discuss electricity; ¢ 
a review of every scrap of road-building 
information either of us knew. The 
children examined hot springs, volcanic 
eruptions, Indian cemeteries, placer min- 
ing sites and oil wells; at Fairbanks, 
Alaska, they were astounded to learn 
they were directly north of Hawaii. We 
weren’t surprised that Bruce, who had 
missed a lot of school through tlness, 
found it easier to keep up with his class 
the next term at school. 

Often children consider it their duty 
when cooped up in a back seat together 
to bicker constantly, but we had littl 
of this. There was some dissension at 
first about who would sit next to the 
windows, but it was soon settled by 
shifting the turn to be in the middle 
each day. I think they all got along 
so well because they could always move 
the luggage and stretch out full length 
and go to sleep any time they were bored 
or restless. This arrangement also 
enabled us to drive late at night if we 


felt like it. 
Armored Car Needed 


Our clothes would have identified us 
as touring vagabonds anywhere in the 
world. The children wore seersucker 
camp suits and denim pants with jer- 
seys, clothes I could rinse out in some 
lake, dry in the sun and put back on 
them without ironing. Throughout the 
trip | was a sporty matron in denim 
overalls with a bib front and matching 
bolero for cool days. Each of us had 
sweaters and heavier jackets and the 
boys took plastic raincoats to wrap 
around their sleeping bags on rainy 
nights. 

My forethought in taking with us 
socks of every condition of wearability 

good socks, not-so-good socks and 
socks good for “‘just one more wear” 

paid off. The farther we journeyed 
the deeper | delved into the sock bag 
for socks which could be worn once and 
thrown away. A real laundry saver 

and as the boys said, you could find 
your way to Alaska and back just by 
following the tral of cast-off socks w« 
left behind, 

The route my husband drove took us 
across the flat hot prairies, up through 
Calgary, pausing in the Banff and Jasper 
National Parks and then to Dawson 
Creek, B.C., Mile 0 on the Alaska 
Highway. At Fairbanks, Alaska, 1,523 
miles from Dawson Creek, my husband 
attended a meeting of the farthest north 
Lions Club in the world. From there 
we pushed on to an Indian village called 
Circle, 350 miles from the Arctic Circle 
where we watched the sunrise and sunset 


glowing in the sky at the same time. 
We'll never forget swimming in the 
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rapper’s Bathtub, a pool of warm water 
n the crater of an extinct volcano which 

has a constant temperature of 115 
degrees. A windbreak allows the men 
of the north to swim there in 40 below 
zero weather. Here I instructed my 
family to wash its hair and got a shock 
when the sulphur in the water turned 
everyone temporarily grey-haired. 

We made a few mistakes that other 
amateur gypsies can avoid. We didn’t 
have strong enough suction cups grip- 
ping the box to the roof of the car, for 
one thing, so we finished the trip with 
the boys’ mattress under the box to act 
as a cushion. Our more expensive 
mistake was in failing to protect the 
gas tank and gas line from the pounding 
gravel of the Alaska Highway. We 
sprang innumerable leaks and the gaso- 
line stations were 110 miles apart. By 
the time we had the leaks repaired we 
had a lot of 65-cents-a-gallon gasoline. 


ELIZABETH THE WOMAN 


Continued from page 19 


appearances, or hats that would hide 
their faces—the last century has brought 
to them small freedoms denied to their 
grandparents. 

One of these is carrying handbags 
and money. The days when a lady-in- 
waiting used to pay for any small thing 
that took the royal fancy are over; 
both Princess Elizabeth and Princess 
Margaret carry bags and two or three 
pounds in ready cash like any other 
woman. They cash their own cheques 
through their comptroller, put the bills 
into neat notecases made to match 
their handbags, and silver into 
little purses. 

With this money they pay direct in 
the shops for things they wish to buy. 
Most of their shopping excursions take 
place in Aberdeen when they are staying 
at Balmoral Castle. 

It is not generally known, | think, 
that royalty pay for everything they 
require. The King insists that all goods 
supplied to the palace are paid for, and 
although tradespeople would be pleased 
to supply the royal household free in 
order to have the honor of 
them, this is something the King will 
not accept, although he is, in fact, the 
poorest monarch since William IV. 

The royal family also pay railway 
fares. The only time they do not pay 
to travel is when they are on a battle- 
ship or using a Viking of the King’s 
Flight, or on some special tour such as 
the recent visit to Canada. 

The matter of so little personal 
liberty—taken for granted by all of us 
—is something that I have often thought 
must be hard to bear if you are a 
woman. Not for Princess Elizabeth the 
happy prowlings round the stores com- 
paring the prices, colors and textures 
of the materials she wants for a new 
coat or dress; not for her the quest to 
get calf or suede shoes to match exactly 
the color of her handbag, and the 
exciting satisfaction that lasts through 
several days when the tricky piece of 
shopping is satisfactorily accomplished. 


Ic yose 


serving 


All that personal and challenging side 
of choosing a wardrobe is taken out of 
her hands by her dressmaker, shoe- 
maker and milliner. 

The exact color of the main garment 
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A steel plate to shield the bottom of 
the gas tank and rubbe: hose to cover 
the gas line would have saved a lot of 
money and trouble. 

One time just outside Whitehorse we 
discovered that a kink in the gas tank 
permitted the car to travel backward 
only. We were aware that our chuck- 
wagon amused other motorists under the 
best of conditions, but you should have 
seen the faces of the people who came 
over the crest of the mountain road to 
discover us plodding resolutely up the 
incline hind-end first, with the young- 
sters hanging out the windows jubi- 
lantly instructing their father on the 
traffic situation. 

When we got back our neighbors said 
they had to admire us for undertaking 
such an adventure, 

“Tell me truly, Blanche,” one of them 
said. *‘Would you do it again?” 

“Would I? Where’s my hat?’ » 


is given to the tradesmen and then the 
accessories arrive, perfect, beautiful, 
costly, but without the personal effort 
which makes shopping so large a part 
of the whole intriguing adventure of a 
woman’s life. 

Princess Elizabeth does choose her 


own clothes, of course, but within 
circumscribed _ limits. She has to 
remember, for instance, that however 


much she might long to wear a certain 
color, she cannot do so if it is a shade 
that will tone in with and get lost in a 
large group and so make it difficult for 
her to be easily and immediately seen 
by the crowds who congregate wherever 
she is to make a public appearance. 

There might be times, too, when in 
the interests of trade she is asked to 
wear a certain material, a certain style 
of shoe to give it that boost that will 
make the whole world buy it. However 
much that particular thing may be 
anathema to her she will wear it if she 
knows that by sponsoring it, work and 
prosperity may be guaranteed to thou- 
sands of her subjects all over the world. 

There is always someone, somewhere, 
who has something that would be 
helped by royal patronage. Lengths of 
tweed, wool, silk, rayon, cotton of new 
design and texture, are showered on her 
constantly for it is known that her 
acceptance will create a boom in the 
product concerned. 

But all that is offered is not accepted. 
The princess wants to know all the 
details of anything that she is offered; 
who made it, and why, and if her 
acceptance is likely on the one hand to 
show undue favoritism, or on the other 
to inspire productivity that will materi- 
ally help this country and the Common- 
wealth. 

When she knows all these details she 
makes a decision, and. whoever it was 
who offered the article to her gets a 
charming personal note from her. Tex- 
tiles which are accepted are not always 
made up into suits or coats immediately. 
Instead, they are ticketed and stored 
against the day when she may need 
them 

But what a feminine tragedy it must 
be if a particularly beautiful length of 
tweed is offered to her of which she 
would like to have a suit, to have to 
forgo it because to have it made up 
would necessitate a completely new 
range of accessories, and that an ex- 
travagance upon which she must not 
embark. 
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BOOK WITH CARE 


After all, she must set an example, 
and since early childhood both princesses 
have been taught by the Queen and 
Queen Mary that nothing must be 
wasted. 

You and | have a choice in the 
matter. If it suits us to discard the 
good brown handbag we bought last 
winter and the shoes that go with it 
because we've seen a much nicer outlit 
in blue and want entirely new acces- 
sories, we're at liberty to do as we like 
ibout it, and no one any the wiser. 
And perhaps, every now and again, a 
piece of seemingly wild extravagance ts 
the birthright of every woman if she 
feels better and smarter for having 
thrown her old shoes and bag over the 
vindmill, 

But not for a princess. This particu- 
lariy heady pleasure—which is never 
understood by men, but always by othe: 
women—is completely denied her. 

CHAPTER 24 
Elizabeth and Her Son 


One of Princess Elizabeth’s most 
charming traits is exhibited in her 
insistence that her sister, Princess 
Margaret, shall be given all the atten- 
tion due to her. This has persisted 
from childhood. 

When Princess Elizabeth, even as a 
very small girl, felt that visitors or 
friends were making so much fuss of 
her that Princess Margaret was in 
danger of being neglected, Princess 
Elizabeth would seize the first oppor- 
tunity to say, “And now you must 
come and see my little sister.” 

The first time I saw that thoughtful 
gesture was when Princess Margaret 
was so young that she was still using 
her perambulator, but old enough to 
enjoy having people round her and to 
resent finding herself alone when she 
awoke from the afternoon nap. Princess 
Elizabeth made it her business to see 
that her sister soon was a centre of 
admiration, 

This trait is still with her. 
Princess Elizabeth’s marriage it has had 
for expression; and 
Margaret, with a 


Since 


less opportunity 
besides Princess 
personality that draws interesting people 
to her, never has a chance to feel 
neglected. 

But on the occasions, rare nowadays, 
when the princesses are in the same 

mpany, Princess Elizabeth makes 

ire that her sister has every oppor- 

tunity to shine—and she has passed on 
to her own children this considerate 
habit. From Sir Harold Graham- 
Hodgson, the eminent radiologist who 
has X-rayed five generations of the 
Royal Family, | have heard a charming 
illustration of it. On a recent fishing 
holiday in Scotland, Sir Harold was 
attended by an old ghillie who had 
spent years in the royal service at 
Balmoral and had just retired. 

The old man was full of praise for 
Princess Elizabeth, whose charm and 
thoughtfulness have caused her to be 
reverenced by servants not only in her 
own home but wherever she has gone. 


Changing the Guard 


“And doesn’t little Prince Charles 
take after his mother!” said the ghillie 
in broad Scots which has to be trans- 
lated to be readable. ‘Everybody 
loves him here in Scotland; the servants 
and tenants flock to see him. After a 
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few moments of being the centre of 
admiration the little boy always takes 
the hand of the nearest person to him 

usually a woman 
where Princess Anne is sitting up 
perkily in her pram. ‘And now,’ | 
says, ‘you must all come and see my 
little sister.’”’ 

I can imagine some of the joy that 
Princess Elizabeth will have in her 
children when they are old enough to 


and leads her to 


( 


learn poetry by heart. Of course Princc 
Charles already knows many of the old 
familiar nursery rhymes that delight all 
children. But soon, | am sure, he will 
find a great deal of fun repeating A. A. 
Milne’s happy little marching song 

They’ re Changing Guard at Buckingham 
Palace. 

It was Princess Elizabeth’s favorite 
poem when she was a child. She knew 
it by heart, and before we left 145 
Piccadilly would act the whole piecc 
through, taking each character in turn. 

She particularly enjoyed playing the 
sentry, stamping out the somewhat 
clockwork movements with great 
dignity. Sometimes | was press-ganged 
into playing the other sentry, whom, in 
the course of the poem, she met in the 
middle of the playroom floor and turned 
away from with all the enthusiastic 
stamping and crashing of feet which 
accompanies an actual changing of the 
Guard. 

When we moved to Buckingham 
Palace, the old interest was quickened. 
We would go out and watch the sentrics, 
to be enthralled by their rigid efficiency. 
“*Aren’t thev handsome, Crawlie? ” Prin- 
cess Elizabeth would say admiringly. 


She always likes a smart, well-cut 
uniform, and the Guards are always 
impressive. 

I can see the eyes of Prince Charles 
and Princess Anne shine as brightly as 
their mother’s at the sight of the 
soldiers marching and wheeling, some- 
times with the sun shining from their 
bright buttons, sometimes with the 
rain shining on their polished leather. 

And I can see the children marching 
up and down in their playroom of 
Clarence House, enjoying the game in 
happy ignorance of the fact that one 
day the sentries outside will be ‘Soldiers 
of the Queen” to their mother. 


CHAPTER 25 
Queenship 


I have tried to show something of the 
personality of Princess Elizabeth as a 
girl and as a woman, and it has been 
necessary to speak of her ways, het 
interests, her hopes and aspirations. 
But all we see of her now, as wife and 
mother, and as a_ personage of the 
highest distinction, and all that we 
have seen of her childhood and up- 
bringing, must be considered in relation 
to her great role in history. And today 
as Princess Elizabeth takes over mor 
and more of her ailing father’s duties 
and responsibilities, is a good time to 
see what the monarchy stands for and 
what she must expect to face on the 
day she becomes queen. 

The throne is a central point toward 
which all thoughts turn, a concentration 
of power channeling it through one 


narrow opening where it can be har- 
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nessed to the best use. But never 
before will this power have bee: 
invested in such a human personality 
as will hold it when Princess Elizabeth 
comes to the throne. 

The old Queen Elizabeth had mor 
power of the “off with his head” kind. 
Queen Victoria may have, in her late: 
years, exercised a firm but kindly rul 
over many sides of British life; but 
neither of them came to power with 
such love and admiration as awaits 
Princess Elizabeth when she comes to 


‘ 


the throne. 

For she is a princess of more modern 
and lovable school than either of the 
others. In her straightforward, heart- 
warming way she has gone out among 
people in a fashion unthinkable at any 
other time in the history of the nation. 

At the age of sixteen she insisted on 
being allowed to join the Auxiliary 
Territorial Services, and there obtained 
a valuable insight into the lives of other 
women, a knowledge she could never 
have picked up from a lifetime of tours 
and inspections. It also provided the 
world with its first sight of a princess 
lying on her back in oil-stained overalls, 
tinkering with the engine of a lorry. 


The Human Approach 


Then she married Philip. As I have 
shown, that was a love match compar- 
able with any in fiction, and in the man 
she loves Princess Elizabeth found a 
new and refreshing source of contact 
with the kind of people over whom she 
will one day rule, for Prince Philip’s 
life has not been led behind cloistered 
walls. 

All this, 
personality which flowers toward people 
in a natural and uncomplicated way, 
makes her the best-equipped heiress 
presumptive Britain has ever had. 

I often used to think, as I watched 
Princess Elizabeth leading a long line 


coupled with her own 


of dancers round the Palace ballrooms 
during those informal evening parties 
she so enjoyed, that this was an entirely 
Not for her the 
distant dignity which makes the throne 


new view of royalty. 


a thing of awe and sometimes terrifying. 
She prefers that human approach more 
in keeping with the times and her own 
temperament. In every way Princess 
Elizabeth’s nature proves her to be a 
woman of her time. 

Our present King George VI has 
proved a wise and good ruler, and the 
whole of the Commonwealth has the 
utmost confidence in his daughter. 
Already privy to the highest secrets of 
state, Princess Elizabeth will ascend 
the throne, when the time comes for 
her to do so, uniquely equipped to 
guide the affairs of the nation. 

Now I think it is safe to quote a 
distinguished South African who said, 
after observing Princess Elizabeth 
throughout the Royal Family’s tour of 
that Dominion in 1947, “If there are 
still queens when she comes to inherit 
the throne, I think she‘ will make the 
greatest one of all...” 

[ remember what an RAF officer said 

to me after his second meeting with 
Princess Elizabeth: 
How does 
I was privileged to meet 
her only once before, several years ago, 
during the war. But today she remem- 
bered every word we said then.” 

That is Princess Elizabeth the woman 
—heir to the throne. 


“This is really amazing! 
she do it? 
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taffeta. Sprinkle 


tiny bows over 






your skirt or for sparkle, sew on ¥am sequins or beads. 


re 


Left: Simplicity 3165. Fitted strapless 
bodice and flared skirt with frosty lace 
overskirt; 11-18, 25c. Right: Sim- 
plicity 3585, three layers of net dress 
up a slim taffeta sheath; 11-18, 35c. 
Below: Simplicity 8252, figure-mold- 
ing dress with brief ribbon-bowed 
overskirt, 12-20, 50c. 


Order from your Simplicity Pattern dealer, or the Pattern 
Department of Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 


EUNICE SLOANE 





























| READER TAKES OVER | 





Letters to Bruce Hutchison 


Dear Editor: In the name of truth, 
Christian concepts of decency and cour- 
tesy, I protest, and deeply resent, Bruce 
Hutchison’s insulting diatribe to Prin- 
cess Elizabeth. Choice of a person to 
speak to the young Princess in our name 
proved lamentable indeed! 

What a strange turn of mind to meet 
an honored guest at one’s door with 
questionable references to her forebears, 
instruction in history, psychology, and 
warnings against her own possible faulty 
reflections. 

Though parts of the article deal with 
Canada’s history and inner mind with 
literary spice, they by no means wash 
out the note of impudent patronage, 
assumptions of her ignorance, of her 
need to accept a warning at his hands 
of the reason Canada might deign in 
the future to accept her as their Queen. 
Forsooth! Because, he declares, she 
happens to suit Canadian taste in 
Womanhood ! 

No, Mr. Hutchison does not and 
cannot speak for the Canadian people 
collectively, however widely acclaimed 
his books and political articles may be. 

—Mrs. Ethel M. Sentance, 
Regina, Sask. 


... Re: Royal Visit. The only 
sensible thing that has been published 
so far is Bruce Hutchison’s letter, in 
your magazine. —Roger Lemelin, 


Quebec. 


. . « The Bruce Hutchison “Letter to 
Princess Elizabeth” has the rare value 
of being the only piece of the hundreds 
published about the tour that one would 
conserve for rereading—both for oneself 
and one’s children in years to come. 

—Mrs. H. Sones, 
Toronto, Ont. 


... As a new subscriber to your 
magazine, the “Letter to Princess Eliza- 
beth,” by Bruce Hutchison, got me off 
to a fine start since it “provoked me” 
to write this letter. Does the ordinary 
man in the street realize how he can 
add to Canada’s greatness I wonder? 
Many newcomers to the country find the 
going unbelievably hard. Some of them 
went through the trial of war, the real 
trial I mean, and now find themselves 
taking part in further battles. 

To get on a streetcar, for instance, 
to protect their lives on the roads from 
motoring maniacs, their property from 
hooligan children, their integrity from 
empty promises and their sanity from 
imbecilic radio programs. 

Canada’s future depends on her chil- 
dren and those who teach them now 
good manners, dignity and the quiet 
sanity of living without pushing and 
grabbing will add to that greatness. 

—E. F., 
Weston, Ont. 


Cheers for Mrs. Taylor 


Dear Editor: Congratulations on your 
selection of a new type of story in “A 
Trip for Mrs. Taylor,” by Hugh Garner. 
This is the best story ever published 
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in your magazine. It has what the usual 
run of stories lack, a true life problem. 
Ottawa, Ont. —Vera Smith, 


. . - Both the story and illustrations 
of “A Trip for Mrs. Taylor” held a fresh 
charm that shone brightly above the 
usual expected fiction. —A Subscriber, 
Toronto, Ont. 


Too Much Horror 


Dear Editor: As an old reader—from 
your beginning—I take advantage of 
your offer to express likes and dislikes. 
I dislike “‘horror’’ stories, and you have 
had too many of them lately. Most 
women living in lonely parts of Canada 
have their own experiences of terror or 
horror. We relive them too thoroughly 
in stories like “‘Murder in Muskoka” 
(a hideous title), and that one of the 
nice girl lured to a lonely house for 
marriage. Life for a woman can be 
thrilling enough and troubled enough 
without murders and murderers 
stories, too. 

I dislike some of your covers intensely; 
on an issue deploring teen-age wildness 
you displayed two brazen young hussies 
in postures not kindly regarded in 
ordinary society. There used to be a 
word, “‘deportment.” You could revive 
it and all it implies. Young Canada 
needs it. 

Vive La Chatelaine !—Cecile E. Leslie, 
Chilliwack, B.C. 


Girls Wanted 


Dear Editor: Do you realize that 
every child pictured or spoken of in 
illustrating ““The Family is Here to 
Stay” (October) was a boy? Don’t 
your councilors believe in female chil- 
dren? Oh, well, at least I know my 
two girls should have lots of callers in 
a few years. —Mrs. Maurice Barre, 


Larder Lake, Ont. 


Behavior in Kitchener 


Dear Editor: As an overseas reader 
I think you are the leading Canadian 
magazine in your field. 1 liked your 
article on Kitchener. I thought the 
behavior of teen-agers left a lot to be 
desired when I was in Canada. | also 
think their behavior might have some- 





“old age’ 


thing to do with the fact that Canadians 
will not look facts in the face. You 
feel that the church, the school and not 
the home are left to bring up Canadian 
children. —P. Mason, 
London, England. 


No Age Limit 


Dear Editor: Where did Ronald 
Hambleton (Disease that Picks on 
Women) get his information, I wonder? 
With most of what he says I have no 
argument, but who is he to so casually 
dismiss osteoarthritis as the “arthritis 
of old age’”’! Since when is 40 considered 
“old age’? It is to laugh! Osteoarthritis 
is an excruciating form of arthritis—as 
1 can personally bear witness to and 
I am not by any means in my senility 
and won’t be for a while to come unless 
* sneaks up on me a lot faster 
than middle age did.—Ruby B. Hall, 
Toronto, Ont. 


Blessed State 


. . . You must be scraping the bot- 
tom of the keg! Have just finished 
reading “A Bachelor—and I love it” by 
some smart-aleck called Gerald Walsh. 

I wonder if it ever dawned on 
the conceited character that possibly no 
one but a moron would want to marry 
the little man? Ugh! I thought the 
little cartoons were a panic. 

—(Mrs.) Win Hurlston, 
Vancouver, B.C. 


I thoroughly enjoyed Gerald 
Walsh’s “I’m a Bachelor and I léve it.” 
I am a married woman with three 
children and I confess I never realized 
before just how much my husband has 
missed by being married to me. Although 
I have no doubt of his devotion, ] can 
tell you I hid that issue of your fine 
magazine just in case Mr. Walsh’s 
article might start a small spark of 
discontent smoldering in his breast. 

—Mrs. C. M. Chisholm, 
Saint Jobn, N.B. 


Dear Mr. Walsh: How I envy you! 
Being a woman is so trying—if you 
honestly do not care for marriage. 
Friends regard unmarried women as 
frustrated creatures or have the feeling 
no man wants us for a lifetime. How 
can single, fairly attractive women live 
a full life if they desire to remain 
unmarried. You tell me.—Elva G. Reed 


. . . Congratulations, Mr. Walsh, on 
your splendid article. I now have seven 
copies of it—forwarded to me by various 
bachelors, married couples, and even old 
maids of my acquaintance ... The 
pattern for life seems to be that one 
is born, gets married and dies. Until 
your article appeared none of my friends 
seemed to realize that one might be 
born, stay single and live. Thanks to 
you, therefore, the state of bachelorhood 
has jumped several rungs up the social 
ladder. Hearty best wishes for your 
continued happiness in that blessed state. 
Peterborough, Ont. —D. K. 








Birmingham, 





Imagine the whispers and glances 
when Marie Antoinette first wore this 
at the Court of Louis XVI! Erected 
on a wire frame it must have taken 
hours! With such styles also in 
vogue throughout the world, Kirby 
Beard Hairpins were then in great 
demand. Now, when hairstyles are 
mercifully simpler, elegant women 
everywhere still prefer . . . 


Kirby Beard 


HAIR PINS 


Buy them at your Store 


Also BOB PINS, NEEDLES, 
PINS, SAFETY PINS, efc. 





Made in England by Kirby Beard & Co., Ltd., 


London, Redditch and Paris. 

















* IT PAYS YOU 
CASH 


Here is your opportunity to build 
up a profitable business in your 
spare time. No experience re- 
quired, work is pleasant and dig- 
nified. You need no money to 
start for everything is supplied 
without charge. 


Many members of the Fidelity 
Moneymakers Club earn upwards 
of a thousand dollars a year from 
their spare time work. If you live 
in a small town, village, city or 
even in a rural area, you can turn 
your spare hours into CASH. 


This opportunity is open to men 
and women—send the handy 
coupon NOW! 


Mail this coupon today 


FIDELITY MONEYMAKERS CLUB, * 
210 Dundas Street West, 
Toronto 2, Canada. 


RUSH me free details of your plan for 
spare time earnings. 


WARAD cccccccs cceccccsoscesoes ecescecseceses 
AGArOSS ..--cceeee eocccces Cecveccesccseseses 
Cccempenens POW. cvcccee «e+. Chat, 1-52 
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MOTHERS! pon't Let 
Kiddies’ COUGHS & COLDS 
Get Your GOAT! 





Give Your Little Ones Quick Relief with 


JACK ~ SILL 


COUGH & COLD Syrup for Children 


Don’t let kiddies’ coughs and colds get your goat and rob your little one of 
rest, when such FAST-ACTING—PLEASANT-TASTING relief as JACK 
and JILL, with Vitamin “‘C’’, is now in every drug store. 
It is NEW— DIFFERENT 


children. It is the latest triumph of the Buckley Labora- 








made specifically for 


tories, which gave you Buckley’s Mixture, and is just as 
DEPENDABLE and EFFECTIVE for kiddies’ 


It tastes so good they love it. You'll like it, too 
...it clears up those pesky, sniffly coughs and colds 
so PROMPTLY, so SAFELY, at the same time 


replacing the loss of Vitamin “‘C”’ so common 


CHIL DREN s 
COUGHS 
coLps 


in these feverish conditions, 


FREE —PROVE FOR YOURSELF THE SUPERIOR MERITS OF BUCKLEY'S WHITE RUB AT 
OUR EXPENSE. SEND A CARTON FRONT OF JACK & JILL OR BUCKLEY'S MIXTURE TO 
Ww. K. BUCKLEY LIMITED, TORONTO, AND RECEIVE FREE — A JAR OF THIS OUTSTANDING 
REMEDY. JUST ONE APPLICATION OF THIS SNOW-WHITE, HIGHLY MEDICATED CREAM WILL 
PROVE TO YOU IT IS BY FAR THE MOST PLEASANT AND EFFECTIVE RUB YOU HAVE EVER 
USED FOR CHEST CONGESTION, ACHES AND PAINS. RELIEVES IN SECONDS — SOOTHES FOR 
HOURS. YOU WILL BLESS THE DAY YOU TRIED THIS RUB. 














THE FIRST BABY 


Prepare long ahead for that happy and 


unportant event — bringing home the new baby 


BY ELIZABETH CHANT ROBERTSON, M.D., Director Child Health Clinic 


Nowadays mothers come home from 
the hospital when babies are only a week 
or so old and they certainly get along 
much better if they have help with the 
housework for the first three weeks at 
least. {t is much safer to make arrange- 
ments for this advance rather than 
leaving it for the last minute, although, 
of course, the exact time of a baby’s 
arrival is somewhat uncertain. 

If you are strong and well a week 
of full-time help plus two or three weeks 
of half-time will likely be enough. You 
may not even need a nurse a healthy, 
agreeable person who can do the wash- 
ing, get some of the meals and do the 
housework is what you want. You'll 


« busy enough yourself with your baby 


until you regain your strength, and a 
competent helper will speed your recov- 
ery and much increase your chances of 
breast feeding the young one. In many 


ig cities you can engage houseke« ping 
elp by the day or the hour and we 
could do with many more of these 
services. A cheque to pay for such help 
is A much more valuabl« present for the 


baby than a silver mug! 
Get yourself a good book on the car 


of babies and children some 


months 
before your baby arrives. Be sure to 
use one that ts written by an autl 


on the subject—there are several avail- 
able, two of them by Canadian child 
specialists. Then really study the parts 
dealing with young babies. Don’t just 
read it through, because little of it will 
stick if you do that. 

If you have a friend with a baby, 
you will find it a big help if she will 
let you bathe and dress him at least 
once. Probably it would be advisable to 
watch the operation one day and do it 
yourself the next time. No doubt a 
mother with her second or third baby 
would take most kindly to this proposal. 
Don’t feel this is a silly thing to suggest 
—it will make you feel much mor 
confident when the time comes to bath 
your own offspring. 

[wenty years ago the nurses in the 


hospitals used to show mothers how to 


bath their babies, but now in many large 
tals this is no longer done. Until 
the stump of the umbilical cord has 


fallen off the navel a baby is given 


sponge baths. Often this does not occur 
until he is about two weeks old. How- 
ever, sponge baths are really easier to 
give than tub baths. Ina sponge bath 
all you do is soap one part, rinse off 
the soap well and pat him dry, espe- 
cially in the creases, meanwhile keeping 
the rest of him covered up. Your 
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physician or a nurse should show you 
how to put the simple sterile dressing on 
the navel. 

You would be wise to collect all your 
baby’s clothes and supplies about two 
months before he is due, because al- 
though you should get out in the fresh 
air daily during the last month, you 
won't likely want to go 
Fortunately the layette for a modern 
baby is relatively simple, but you should 
have plenty of each of the items, as 


shopping. 


nightgowns, shirts, sheets and so on 
olten get wet and have to be washed 
and not infrequently the washing dries 
slowly. The following is a minimum list: 
at least 4. 
Cotton, long-sleeved shirts, size 
at least 4. 
Diapers 


Flannelette nightgowns 


preferably gauze or birds- 
cye—3 to 4 dozen. 

about 3. 

Mittens—2 or 3 pairs, not angora, 
Mittens—several pairs. 

Bonnets—2. 
Soakers—3. 

Outdoor sleeping bag or coat. 
may 
plain and he wears them day and night 


Sweater coats 


The nghtgowns be perfectly 


for some months. They should open 
all the way down the back and are best 
Drawstrings at the 


tied with tapes. 


wrist are most useful too. If you can’t 
keep your house warm or if your baby 
is unusually small you may need to us¢ 
wool and rayon shirts. Diaper services 
are available in the big cities, but many 
physicians do not recommend their use 


for a young baby. 


Bed and Bedclothes 


A large clothesbasket serves very 
well as a bed for the first few months. 
Don’t spend too much on fixing It up, 
but it should be lined with cloth so that 
baby can’t scratch his hands on the 
rough wood. A steady, rather low table, 
two chairs tied together seat-to-seat or 
a firm stand should be made to hold 
the basket. <A covered 
with cotton material is handy to keep 
draughts off baby. About six flannelette 
sheets are needed—often they can be 
made from the unworn parts of full- 
Three or four flannelette 


cl rt hesh« yrse 


sized sheets. 
baby blankets, and at least two wool 
blankets for cold weather use will likely 
The 


firm, for instance a 


be required. mattress for the 
basket should be 
small old blanket folded up does nicely 
and it should be covered with rubber 
sheeting. A quilted pad and a flannel- 
ette sheet go on tep of this. As the 
pads also get wet, you will peed about 
three of them. Baby does not need a 
pillow under his head. 

A combined bath table and rubber 
bath is fine but expensive. An oval 
enamelware baby bath is much cheaper. 
It is much less wearing to bath baby 
sitting down, so you will need a table, 
possibly attached to the wall and sup- 
ported with legs, to hold the bath. 
Cover it with a washable padded plastic 


cover. You can dress baby on your 


lap, but most mothers find it handier 
to do this on a table. Another alterna- 
tive is to have a canvas dressing table, 
shaped like a very large folding camp 
chair and to use a little kindergarten 
table to hold the bath. The kindergarten 
table will also be useful later on for the 
youngster to eat his meals at and for 
play purposes. 

Washcloths made of cheesecloth are 
the cheapest and best and any kind of 
fair-sized soft bath towel will do nicely. 
Iwo cakes of good toilet soap, one for 
use and one for sticking safety pins in, 
are handy. Two screw-topped open- 
mouthed jars, for example, one pound 
excellent for 
fluffs and 
The fluffs are just little pieces 


peanut butter jars, are 


holding absorbent cotton 
Wipes. 
of absorbent about an inch in diameter 
and they are dipped in plain warm 
water and used to wash the outside of 
baby’s eyes. The wipes are best made 
from thin pieces of absorbent about 2 
point of a 


toothpick in the centre of the square 


inches square. Lay the 


and roll the cotton tightly around the 
point so that it makes a firm cone. Then 
pull the toothpick out. It takes quite 
a while to make these wipes and you’d 
be wise to prepare a good supply of 
them. They are handy for washing out 
the outer part and the back of his ears. 
Swabs on little sticks are not so safe, 
as baby wriggles during the 
process and you may hurt him with 


them. Never put anything inside his ear 


usually 


canal. 

Baby powder or ordinary cornstarch, 
safety pins, a little olive or baby oil 
and a room thermometer are nec¢ ssary. 
A bath thermometer is not essential. 


Let Father Help 


Your home will undergo a tremendous 
change when you bring your first baby 
home. Babies provide a great deal of 
pleasure, but they also cause a surprising 
amount of work. Let your husband help 
all he Many parents have little 
opportunity to work together, and divid- 


can. 


ing the care of the babies between you 
is stimulating to you both and also good 
for the youngsters. The five-day week 
provides more opportunity for this. If 
you are tired after your morning labors, 
have a good long sleep in the early 
afternoon so that you won’t fall asleep 
soon after dinner. Warn your friends 
not to phone you from 2 to 3:30 p.m. 
As your youngster gets older he'll be 
awake in the late afternoon, and you 
woul | be wise to plan to spend half an 
hour at least just talking and playing 
with him quietly. Just what he will 
enjoy most will vary with his age and 
later on he'll profit from several such 
periods in the day. 

Don’t plan to have him sleep in your 
bedroom, if you can possibly avoid it, 
because you will likely wake up when 
he moves. Put his basket or cot in the 
bathroom or even tn the kitchen for the 
night if you have no other room, but 


keep him out of your bedroom. 


OLD HOUSE CHARM—NEW HOUSE COMFORT 





Here’s how the Al Lovetts of Oakville, Ontario, rose to the chal- 


lenge of a fine old home that begged for modern restyling 


A Chatelaine picture feature 
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Charm-full (charm full), «df. pleasing: 
i. use all the adjec- 
tives in the dictionary, and 


delightful; fascinating. [Fr. charme] 
then some, when they rave over 
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bewitching —adr charm’ ina-ty.—n. charm ing-oess 
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their cuddlesome tots. And certainly there are times 
when they seem more angelic than anything this side of 
Heaven. That sort of time comes often when babies are 
brought up on the scientifically prepared food Heinz makes 
especially for babies. 

Heinz-fed babies are well-fed babies and well-fed babies are 
usually healthy and happy and charmers all. No baby could 
enjoy better eating, better nourishment, or finer flavour than 
Heinz Foods provide. 

At your dealer’s, look for them all—the three Pre-Cooked 
Heinz Baby Cereals . . . the 27 varieties of Heinz Strained 
Baby Foods . . . and the 19 varieties of Heinz Junior Foods, 


Take home a good suy ply for the little charmer in your life, 


Heinz Basy Foops 


You know they're good because they’re Heinz 











MAKE IT FROM A PATTERN 


Layette Lovelies 


For your own baby, or a friend’s, two complete layettes—each 
a tiny style beautifully sewn in flower-pale pastels. Right: 
Simplicity No. 3056, infant’s size. Printed pattern includes 
dress and slip in two styles, bootees, bunting and hood; bibs with 
dainty floral transfer. Price, 25 cents. 


Below: Simplicity No. 2656, infant’s size. Printed pattern in- 
cludes slip, dress, bonnet, kimono, drawstring sleeping garment, 
bunting and hood. Price, 25 cents. 


Order from your Simplicity Pattern dealer or from the Pattern 
Department of Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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bed — ve “st refinished furniture, you know there's prob A friend recommended Noxzema,” she continues. “Now 
ably nothing harder on your hands, says Val Lewis, talented young ‘ it’s my regular hand care. That medicated formula really works. I use 
model. “And since I earn my living by modelling, I wouldn't dare appear Noxzema faithfully every night and also before starting any work like 

r Z " . ” 7 . 7 9 ” 
before the camera if my hands looked red or rough. scraping or painting furniture. It helps keep my hands looking lovely. 
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loo lovelier HT a 24 heu rs money back! 
? omen all over Canada 
Are you a homemaker? Do you work in a shop or Read what w ei 
2 ’ ] say about this greaseles>, 
office? Here’s one hand cream made especially for you! have to say prpecrt’ 
‘ medicated han | 
@ If you aren't getting much help from your present hand cream, maybe that’s — “— 
because it’s made for lady-of-leisure hands. But working hands that go through 
a daily routine of cleaning-washing-cooking . . . or hands that work in an office Calgary: Mrs. Doreen Roberts says: 
or shop . . . need something special! Give them Noxzema’s exclusive two-way “I smooth on Noxzema whenever I’m 
medicated care! troubled with painfully chapped 
, hands. It’s so soothing feels so good, 
Helps heal—helps beautify! Noxzema is especially made to help sore, tient bese We - 
4 vs nstan relier. 
chapped, unattractive working hands look lovelier these two important ways: 
1. Helps heal tiny cuts and cracks quickly, with its unique medicated formula. 
2. Helps hands feel softer —look smoother and whiter—supplies a light film " \, if, 
of oil and moisture to skin’s surface h% i ee 
And Noxzema is greaseless, too! Never leaves hands feeling sticky. Apply 
faithfully each night, also, before going out into the cold. And always rub in a Winnipeg: Mrs. Johanna West 
little medicated Noxzema after having hands in water. says: “In our home, all of us use medi 
) In clinical tests, supervised by skin specialists, Noxzema helped the red, cated, greaseless Noxzema all winter 
rough hands of 9 out of 10 women look lovelier—often within 24 hours! It long to protect our hands from wind 


should do the same for you. and weather and keep them smooth.” 


Noxzema works—or your money back! [ry soothing medicated Noxzema 
on your hands tonight. If you don’t see-improvement—in 24 hours—return your 





jar to Noxzema, Toronto, and you'll get your money back. Like women all over 


Canada you will be delighted with results. Get greaseless, medicated Noxzema MADE IN CANADA 


today—26¢, 65¢, 89¢, $1.69 at any drug or cosmetic counter, 
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BY MARY LE PAGE 


a Illustrated by Bill Winter 


ND I love it! Despite all the current to-do about poor spelling, here’s 
one mother who’s willing to go on record. Poor spelling? I love it! 

It’s a delight when tackling the littered lunch table (after my mob have 
departed again) to come upon a smudgy note like this, 

“Darlig, that wus a nies puddin with lost of rasins. 

You must mak it agin. Love from Claire.” 

Her first year at school was captured in these little misspelled notes. When 
I refused her permission to do “the brushes” after school (loathing the idea of 
all that chalk dust), she printed another pensive note, showing sound psy- 
chology. 

“Dear Mummy, why kant I do the brushs, all the uther kids do, 

Im the onely won in the hole class who hasnt had a trn. 

Your lovig dotter.”” 

What mother wants her child to be the one apart? Dotter did the brushes. 

After a tempestuous scene over wearing her despised snowsuit, I found this 
little note on my dressing table. 

“Dear Mummy, I am sorry I was a stingker. I wood lik to be a good gril. 

Your Lovig dotter, Claire.” 

To remind herself that she is again on the reform trail, she also propped a 
note on her own dresser. 

“Claire, do not stingk.” 

And later another note is added, working on the precept of commendation 
bringing results. 

“Rember, Claire, you being sweetar and keep it up.” 

But, child-like, she falls from grace again, and after another session with 
Mama, this note appeared on my dressing table. 


“Mary L. I love you at srtin times, if you no what i meen. Love from 





Claire, your frend.” 
Well, we all have our “‘srtin times!” Mama understood. 
When home from school, she loved to come shopping with me, successfully 


tripping me up and foiling my every movement but—she loved to come 
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opping. A note would appear on top 


of my purse, 
‘May I cum with you, plees Mummy 
9 
aear! 


She always took along her own little 
shopping list, which she consulted with 
a typical shopper’s air of importance. 

Beefstak 

froson veshetbls 
tmatos 

huny 

chelly 

choclit chips 
iscream 

Some busy shoppers looked askance 
at her, as if my child were quite daft, 
but with the wisdom gained from two 
others ahead of her, I knew this was just 
another endearing stage that would be 
ali too soon outgrown. 

When in the hospital for a_ brief 
tonsillectomy, running true to form, she 
wrote me a note. 

“Tank you for the loveely lettr, 
Mummy. The doctur things your nies 
too. Good niet. Love from Claire.” 

On my birthday I found this note 
propped beside a box of her favorite 
peppermint patties. 

“Dear Sweethart, I hop you will have 
a verey nies time all day and get lost 
of nies presants. I bot the peprmint 
paddies all by myself. Gess who?” 

After being scolded for the mess in 
her playroom, she spent a whole Satur- 
day stormily cleaning up, and then 
tacked this note on the door. 

“Keep out, plese, efry won.” 

On Mother’s Day | received a very 
elaborate white cotton wool lamb, carry- 
ing this typical inscription: 

“Chust a little lamb cum to say Have 
the very niesist day and dont get craby. 

Gess who?” 

Need I guess? 

These notes were not all addressed 
to Mother. Father, with his daily visits 
to town, was her purchasing agent, as 
far as Claire was concerned. 

“To Daddy, wood you plees bring 
home sum papr, aonly for me.” 

But Father, with other purchasing 
requirements on his mind, forgot and 
so dotter had to remind him. 

““Dear Father, I wood lik sum papr. 
Have a good luch, dear.” 

He slipped again and a third note 
appeared. 

“Dear Father, plees try to rmember 
the papr. Kood you plees get sum? 
Hop you have a nies luch. Claire.” 

That day Father probably did have 
a nies lunch, for he brought home the 
paper, and dotter wrote: 


“Tank you, Father, its chust what | 
wanted. Your lovig dotter.” 

Dotter was also concerned over 
Mummy’s ability to look out for herself 
in town. I had once unfortunately 
tripped and fallen over a neglected 
streetcar track, and dotter had never 
forgotten. Before leaving for town, | 
found this note on my purse: 

“Dear Mummy, plees tak good care 
uf yoursulf. It will be crudid downton. 
Dont twip. Love from Claire.” 

When I was detained in town and 
was not home when she arrived there, 
she w rote, 

“Gon to Jan fishers, 36 street, a nies 
houes. Do not Your dotter 
Claire.’ 


wree. 

In a rage at her sister for interference, 
she w rote, 

““Mynd your own pisnis, plees!” 

After another fall from grace and 
maternal admonitions, I found this note. 

““M. L. I think wee should trie to be 
niser to eech other. from Claire.” 

She once splurged her weekly allow- 
ance on salted peanuts, and was infuri- 
ated by family pilfering. So, of course, 
a note appeared. 

“No more poeple are to tuch thees 
peanuts. By order. Claire.” 

After a trip to the States and various 
stops at drive-ins, it was natural that 
she should relive the experience. Bills 
were made out, 

“*Hampger de lus 50c 

Cofee 10c 

Tank you Cum agin.” 

If it were only that easy! 

Her endless energy got her into many 
scrapes. I tried to reason with her, along 
the approved lines of child psychology, 
but after one such mother-and-daughter 
talk, I was startled to get this note. 

‘Mother, if you pwomis you will be 
nies to me, I will be nies to you. I 
will do evrthig fur you thad you till 
me to. Love from your darlig dotter, 
Claire.’ 

Mama should throw away her book 
on child psychology and get herself a 
good bargaining agent! 

But time marches on and kids DO 
absorb the recognized stylings in spell- 
ing, no matter how reluctant we Mamas 


, 


may be to face that fact. Dotter 
graduated from the delightful free- 
wheeling of Grade I to the critical 


attitudes of Grade II. Now it’s always, 
‘How d’you spell that word, Mummy? 
I was sure dumb when I was in Grade I. 
Didn’t know how to spell anything!” 

**Yes, my darlig dotter, you were sure 


dumb!—and I loved it!” & 





ing accident. 


In two instalments, beginning in 





CN’ 

S HE’S “voiced” ten million words in 15 years—but she used to 
faint with shyness playing charades. 

She worked her way up from $25 to four figures a week 
was fired once for getting a raise. 


She’s a top star of Canadian radio 
was nearly wrecked by blackmail, political “scandal” and shatter- 


CLAIRE WALLACE 


“| GOT HERE THE HARD WAY” 


but she 


but three times her career 


tells her own life story: 


FEBRUARY CHATELAINE 
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Expett | 


Wise mothers enjoy making the 
most of baby’s instinctive knowl- 
After all, it’s quite a help 
to realize that baby knows best 


edge. 


about some things. He knows 
when he’s tired and sleepy, when 
he’s ready for a bit of fun, when 
what he 


he’s hungry and 


most likes to eat. 


Gerber’s know what babies like 
to eat. Through years of experi- 
ence they've learned just how to 
please a baby’s taste. For instance, 
strained 


Gerber’s Canadian-made 


foods have the true colour and 


true flavour of garden-fresh fruits 
The creamy- 
texture and bland taste 
The special 


and vegetables. 
smooth 
that delight babies. 
processing that helps retain preci- 
ous vitamins and minerals. 


You and your baby are prob- 
ably familiar with the four famous 
Gerber cereals they're so often 
baby’s first spoon-fed food. Now 
you have the chance to graduate 
your small one to the whole nour- 
ishing, appetite-stimulating range 
of 19 strained vegetables, fruits, 
meat soups, desserts! 


Babies ane our business... own only business | 








GERBER-OGILVIE BABY FOODS LTD., NIAGARA FALLS, CANADA, 
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an 

outstanding 
money-saving 

service designed 


below. 































... for a limited 
time only! CHATELAINE 


with PARENTS’ MAGAZINE to bring to every Canadian 
mother, a year of interesting reading pleasure : 
approprictely called the ‘‘Mothers' Special'’. This is 


@ specially priced offer that brings to the busy parent 
@ complete source of information and authoritative advice 
covering every subject vital to the planning of an attrac- 
tive well-run home . . . the development of happy, healthy, 
intelligent children + and generally the creation of a 
well-rounded, hoppy family life. 

Together, CHATELAINE and PARENTS’ MAGAZINE bring you 
outstanding articles delightful stories special 
features! Clever ideas for easy-to-do home decoration; hun- 
dreds of housekeeping hints to lighten and brighten your 
homemaking tasks; sound advice on the core and upbring- 
ing of your children from crib to college; pages and pages 
of delicious recipes and appetizing menus; secrets of lead- 
ing beauty and fashion stylists; budget planning ‘ 
AND MUCH, MUCH MORE! 

CHATELAINE and PARENTS' MAGAZINE are two publica- 
tions thot every mother should have! You may receive 
BOTH, each and every month for a full year under this 
“*MOTHERS’ SPECIAL'’ offer. For a limited time only, you 
may have oa one year subscription to CHATELAINE and a 
one yeor subscription to PARENTS' MAGAZINE, both for 
only $3.95. Simply clip and mail your handy order coupon 








Interesi-packed reading ; 
matter covering every \# — 
subject that contributes 
to happy, healthy 
family life! 









@ CHATELAINE CP-A 
481 University Avénue, 
e@ Terento 2, Canada 
e@ I would like to take advantage ot your special 
offer to Canadian mothers which entitles me 
e to receive a year’s subscription to BOTH 
CHATELAINE and PARENTS’ MAGAZINE for 
e only $3.95 
e UL! enclose payment Bill me later. 
® NAME 
es 
ED 5s w vidas 200cyyen0aes reves coer ee cnn 
* 
CITY PROV 
e 
1I am a subscriber to CHATELAINE please 
a extend my subscription one year 
e }I am a subscriber to PARENTS’ MAGAZINE 
—please extend my subscription one year. 
o 
eeeeeeeee#e#een5ee#eee#eeee#eee#eeeee8eee¢ee 
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COMMON LAW WIFE 


Continued from page 17 


wives first faced each other across the 
grave at the cemetery. 
But the greatest threat hanging over 


the common law wife is the shame of 


being found out by neighbors and 
friends, and of having to admit to 
enquiring officialdom census takers, 
credit investigators, social service work- 
ers, police—that she is not truly mar ried 
to the man she calls her husband and 
that her children are not legally his 
children, even though he is their father. 

It is difficult for the average married 
woman through the 
familiar and orthodox pattern of court- 
ship and marriage to imagine how any 


‘ 


who has gone 


‘ordinary girl” could become a common 
law wife. Yet the social workers to 
whom I talked told me of case after 
case in which the circumstances were no 
harder to understand than that of a girl 
we'll call Mary Heksath, whose story 
is typical of a great many others. 

Mary Heksath was brought up in a 
small Northern Ontario village. Sh« 
attended church regularly and taught 
Sunday school. When she 
teen, in 1945, she took a bus to Toronto 
where she found a job as a waitress in 
weeks later 


was seven- 


a restaurant. A few sh« 
met a young fellow named Sam who 
was 21 and a truck driver, and they 
They 
set up housekeeping in one small room, 
where they had two children in. two 
years. Sam didn’t 
support his family p-operly, and under 


were married shortly afterward. 


earn enough to 


the crushing weight of the steadily rising 
cost of living, pregnancies, sickness and 
crowded living conditions, Mary’s health 
began to fail, and with her health went 
her former good looks. 

Sam tried to escape the sordidness of 
their tiny little room by dropping into 
the beer parlors on his way home from 
work, and gradually stayed away for 
longer and longer periods. His drinking 
lost him his job, and they were forced 
to go on relief. In the summer of 1948 
Sam went West to find a job on the 
wheat harvest. For a while he sent home 
part of his pay, but soon the money 
Mary 


placed her children in a day nursery 


stopped and so did his letters. 


and took a job once more as a waitress. 
She never heard from Sam again. 


“Someday We'll Marry” 
One day a we'll call Mike 
Fennery, from Mary’s home district, 
dropped into the restaurant. Mike—in 
his late thirties and employed as a 
oricklayer 


man 


began walking home with 
her from the restaurant in the evenings. 
Occasionally he bought small gifts for 
the children and helped Mary out with 


the rent. She began looking to him 
for companionship and protection, not 
only for herself, but for her children 
One evening Mike told her that he loved 
her, and asked her if she would marry 
him after getting a divorce from Sam. 

Although Mary did not love Mike as 
she had once loved her vanished hus- 
band, she liked and respected him, and 
she knew that he would be able to give 
her children the type of home that she 
Mike 
bought a new bungalow, and he took 
Mary out to see it one Sunday after- 
noon. She compared it with her shabby 
little room, and when Mike asked her 
to go and live with him there, pointing 
out the advantages there would in, 2 
the children, she accepted. She decided 
that as soon as it was possible she would 
sue Sam for divorce, but in the mean- 
time she would live with Mike. 

Today the Fennerys are respected 
members of their suburban community, 
children known to. their 
playmates as the Fennery kids, and 
Mary is the mother of two more chil- 
dren, proud of her clean and tidy home 
steady hard-working “‘hus- 
band.” She made a few half-hearted 
attempts to trace Sam at first, but soon 
it up, although she still talks 
occasionally of a future divorce and legal 


would never be able to afford. 


Sam’s are 


and her 


vave 


marriage with Mike. 

In this “Mary Fennery”’ ts like every 
other common law wife. “Of course, 
we're going to be married just as soon 
is a refrain 
Sery ice workers every- 


as Charlic can get a divorce,” 





familiar to socia 


whe re. 


With it the common law wife 
tries to cloak her informal union tn a 
soit of potential respectabili' y although 
she may only be expressing a desperate 
yearning rather than any real prospect. 

What happens when a common law 
couple suddenly do find themselves free 
to marry is often surprising. When 
word was received that her husbard dicd 
in Newfoundland, a woman who had 
been living common law with another 
man for five years was shocked at the 
suggestion that now, at last, she could 
marry her common law spouse. 

‘] wouldn’t think of marrying him 
for at least a year,” she exclaimed. “It 
would be sort of indecent, so soon after 
my husband’s death.” 


After Thirty Years 

When a Vancouver common law 
couple moved to an Eastern Canadian 
city where the woman’s legal husband 
lived, she was finally able to divorce 
him and marry the other man; but while 
the union had lasted for 
years, the marriage broke up within six 
months. On the other hand, an Ontario 
who found 


common law 


coupk themselves free to 


marry after several years of livi: 


together immediately split up witl.out 
marrying. 





coupon on page 53 in this issue. 





TWELVE FAMOUS PERFUMES 
FOR ONE DOLLAR 


If you haven’t yet ordered your Chatelaine Perfume Packet. re- 


cently introduced by Chatelaine’s Beauty Editor, you will find a 
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Against these cases, however, social 
agencies can report many others in 
which common law couples have imme- 
diately and thankfully legalized a union 
of many years standing when given the 
opportunity to do so. The minister of 
a downtown Toronto church told me 
of a middle-aged couple who came to 
him to be married although they said 
they lived in a town many miles away. 
The woman told the minister that they 
had been living together for thirty years 
without any of their fellow townsfolk 
being the wiser; that she had just heard 
of the death of the English husband 
from whom she had been legally sepa- 
rated for many years. They had come 
so far to be married in order to keep 
their secret from their friends as well 
as their own children, now that they 
could be “‘just like other people.” 

“I feel as if I had shed a burden | 
have been carrying about with me all 
these years,” she declared warmly after 
the ceremony. 


Looser Morals 


My interviews with both public and 
Roman Catholic welfare agencies indi- 
cate that the common law wife is as 
likely to be Catholic as Protestant, but 
that the Roman Catholic woman usually 
has the deeper sense of living in sin. 
This is because cannot 
absolution for her sin unless she breaks 
off her common law union, and therefore 
is unable to receive Holy Communion. 
She may still attend church, but she 
is more or less a spectator, having to 
all intents and purposes cut herself off 
from her religion. And her plight 
is doubly hopeless because even if a 
divorce could free her legally to marry 
her common law spouse, her church 
would recognize neither the divorce nor 
the marriage and she would still be living 
in sin, 

Other religions do not condone the 
common law union any more than does 
the Roman Catholic. However, one or 
two Protestant ministers I talked to said 
they were quite aware of having “‘com- 
mon law families” in their congrega- 
tions, but since they had no better 
solution to offer for the domestic 
situation, they could see no reason 
while they should refuse full partici- 


she receive 


pation in church activities to the parents 
and children concerned. Common law 
unions seem to be almost unknown 
among Jewish people, but the religious 
attitude approximates the Protestant 
point of view. 

There have always been common law 
unions. There was good reason for them 
in the days when this country was a 
frontier and the circuit-riding preacher 
took months and sometimes years to 
visit all the isolated communities. “ Mar- 
ried but not churched”’ is an expression 
probably dating from that era. 

Today society nas changed consider- 
ably, there are certainly as many if not 
more common law unions than ever, 
and the reasons have changed as radi- 
cally as the times. Under the pressure 
of two world wars, a depression and the 
chaos and uncertainty of the world 
today, our moral code has loosened in 
many respects. Divorce, for instance, 
is much more widely tolerated than it 
once was, but divorce is costly and our 
divorce laws are generally conceded to 
be extremely outdated. 

Thus a woman mentioned in one social 
worker’s case book is hopelessly trapped 
by marriage to a man whose memory 
she still cherishes but who has been 
insane for twenty years. Another 
woman is chained to a man she hates 
as much as he hates her—but he is 
careful not to give her grounds for 
divorce and he refuses to do the suing 
himself, out of bitter spite. Determined 
to salvage something of love and com- 
panionship out of their lives, both these 
women have been living in common law 
unions for years. 

This social worker smiled as she went 
on to relate the case of another girl who 
after several years of cruelty, drunken- 
ness and desertion at the hands of her 
legal husband, left him to live with a 
man who treated her as her real husband 
should have. Recently the common law 
husband paid for the girl’s divorce, and 
they have married. 

“T feel so happy for her,” the worker 
said. “Many times I’ve felt that if some 
of the girls who come to me with their 
problems had only met their common 
law husbands before they met their legal 
ones, there would be no common law 
problems at all.” 
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Smart mothers— 
to help babies 


resist colds” 





...leed Swifts 
~Meats for Babies - 


every day! 


“« Test feedings conducted by doctors showed 
babies who ate Swift’s Meats for Babies 
every day had greater resistance to colds, 
germs and infections! No wonder! Swift’s 
Meats for Babies are one of the finest pro- 
lective foods a baby can eat. That’s because 
they provide so much complete protein — needed 
to help baby build antibodies or germ fighters. 
Doctors say baby needs the kind of proteins 
and iron Swift’s Meats provide every day. 
Get Swift's Meats for Babies or Juniors today! 
You can serve a variety of tempting kinds — 
at about half the cost of home-prepared meats! 


Only SWIFT 


Meats for Babies are 





All nutritional statements made 
in this advertisement are ac- 
cepted by the Council on Foods 
and Nutrition of the American 
Medical Association. 





a 











bs NEED A 


LAXATIVE ? 


Be Sure You Take 
the Right Kind 


Ex-Lax is effective, all right—but 
effective in a gentic way. It won't 





weaken or upset you. It won't 
make you feel bad afterwards. 
— it’s not too strong! 


Ex-Lax can be taken with com- 
plete confidence. It has a fine 
chocolate taste, and its action is 
dependable and thorough. 

— it's not too mild! 


Ex-Lax is one laxative that avoids 
extremes. It works gently and 
effectively at the same time. In 
other words, Ex-Lax is 


— the Happy Medium! 


EX-LAX 


The Chocolated Laxative 
Still only 15¢ and 35¢. 











a Lips...Arms...Legs 
Now Happy! After trying many things, I de- 
veloped asimple,inexpensive method toremove 
unsightly hair. Its regular use helps thousands 
retain admiration, love, happiness. My #REE book 
explains method, proves success. Mailed in plain 
Also TRIAL OFFER. Write AnNerre 
Lanzerre, P.O. Box 600, Dept. C-594, Toronto, Ont 


envelope 





MODERN 
HOME MEDICAL 
ADVISER 


This big book with 900 completely 
revised and re-edited pages is hand- 
somely bound in beautiful maroon 
with gilt printing. It is_ specially 
priced at only $3.95 so that every 
Canadian home can afford it 
Edited by the eminent Dr. Morris 
Fishbein and written by 24 famous 
physicians and surgeons of out- 
standing reputation and ability, this 
home medical book can be turned 
to with the knowledge that you can 
rely safely on the information it 
coritains Modern Home Metical 
Adviser tells about health and dis- 
ease and their determining factors 
it points the way to good health 
and a long life. 
This book may mean much to you 
— do not delay order your copy 
NOW —send $3.95 TODAY. If you 
are not satisfied you may return 
your copy of MODERN HOME 
MEDICA ADVISER for full re- 


fund. 
HOME BOOK SERVICE 
Department M-150, 
210 Dundas Street W., Toronto 2, Ont. 
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WITH THE EDITORS 











On page 8, Blanche Gunton of 


Aurora, Ontario, tells how she and her 
dentist hubby and three of their children 
took an 11,000-mile motor jaunt to 
Alaska. In case anybody had trouble 
picturing how the ingenious Dr. Gunton 
mounted both his patented penthouse 
bed and a canoe on the roof, the author 
sent along the snapshot above. And 
in case any cynics should disbelieve her 
suggestion that despite being jammed 
five in a car for five weeks the family 
arrived home “better friends than we'd 
ever been” Mrs. Gunton also submitted 
the log of their other recent travels: 

A three-week trip to Florida, in which 
five Guntons, including Grandma Gun- 
ton, slept in a trailer hauled along for the 
purpose. 

A nine-day junket to Regina and back 
(three days westbound, three there, 
three eastbound) for three Guntons and 
a family friend. Highlight: Son Ronnie 
got to shake hands with a real live pre- 
mier—Saskatchewan’s Tommy Douglas. 

A transcontinental jaunt, this time by 
station wagon, during which Ronnie 
slept in a jungle hammock between the 
car and any handy tree, instead of on 
the roof as in Chatelaine’s story. Trees 
were plentiful around Vancouver and 
Los Angeles, harder to find on the 
Canadian prairie (going) and scarce as 
basement bargains these days in the 
Nevada desert (coming home). 

4 mass trek back to Alaska last 
summer, for which the Aurora dentist 
dreamed up and built a trailer con- 
taining four pairs of bunks and equipped 
with a collapsible canvas tap, to accom- 
mocate no less than six Guntons plus 
two schoolteacher friends. 

One night a wild buffalo charged the 
Guntons’ station wagon in Elk Island 
Park, east of Edmonton, and a bear 
kept them awake gently rocking the 
eight-bunk trailer another night near 
Fort Nelson, B.C. That one got away 
in the dark before anybody got a good 
look at it, but the Guntons brought 
home a snapshot of another fellow who 
rudely blocked traffic at another point 
along Canada’s most famous road, the 
Alaska Highway. 











THE FIFTY FAVORITE RECIPES starting on page 25 were contributed by 


Chatelaine Councilors across Canada 


but this didn’t give Marie Holmes’ Institute 








staff any holiday. Here Marion Graham and Peggy Stroud make up the Stuffed 
French Bread contributed by Mrs. R. S. Howie, of Rosemere, Quebec, so that color | 
photographer Lockwood Haight of Panda Studios, might create a January cover 
that looks good enough to eat. at 
y * 
we 


As-told-to girl 


SP 


We hadn’t space last issue to 
introduce you to Naomi Lang, fea- 
ture writer on the Vancouver Sun, 
through whom Muriel Phillips told 
her December Chatelaine story of 
being able to see again after sixteen 


Because Muriel 


is just starting to learn to write all 


years in the dark. 


over again, a collaborator was essen- 
tial. The story written, Naomi Lang 
read it back to Muriel while the entire 
Phillips family listened. ‘*Sounds 
just like her,”’ said the folks—which 
is why “I Can See Again” was 
written “by Muriel Phillips as told to 
Naomi Lang.” 





g 
lives happily 
ever after 


Singing Cinderella 


Our October feature, ‘Singing Cin- 
derella,”” was illustrated with 17 
photos of talented young opera singer 
June Kowalchuk taken in points as 
widely separated as Regina, Win- 
nipeg and Toronto, and covering 
everything from her radio triumph 
in Massey Hall to a night out ina 
night club with her fiancé. One more 
photo was needed to complete the 
set, of course, but Cinderella didn’t 
marry her Prince Charming until 
after the story was published. She 
did, though, and here’s the picture 
snapped just as the organ struck up 
Lohengrin. 
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Quik-Colour in a pliofilm bag 


in the double blue carton... 





Foil wrapped for freshness in 
the yellow and red carton. . . 








